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LETTFKS 


LIFUT.  MAUBICF  F.  MALONE 


58th  Battalion, 


Niagara,  June  27th, 1915. 

Dear  Father:- 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  to-day,  also  the  enclosed 
one.  As  you  say,  we  sure  have  been  busy  here.  We  were  the  advance 
guard  and  had  to  map  out  the  ground,  get  our  lines  and  put  up  the 
tents  before  the  Quotas  from  the  other  regiments  arrived.  We  had 
to  put  up  over  200  hundred  tents  and  about  fourteen  marquees.  On 
Wednesday  the  other  Quotas  arrived  and  they  were  of  all  shapes 
shades  and  descriptions.  I  guess  it  will  be  some  time  before  we 
get  things  moving  smoothly,  for  at  present  we  have  no  uniform  or 
equipment.  At  present  none  of  the  officers  have  received  their 
official  appointments  but  I  am  rather  inclined  to  think  that  Bud 
and  I  will  receive  positions  as  some  of  the  officers  that  came 
in  with  the  country  Quotas  are  impossible,  and  I  expect  they  will 
be  sent  home.  They  will  let  us  know  on  Monday  or  the  beginning 
of  the  week.  I  expect  that  any  time  will  do  for  you  people  to 
come  over  here.  Our  camp  is  right  down  by  the  Paradise  Grove 
and  we  have  a  very  fine  situation.  I  won't  be  able  to  get  leave 
to  go  home  for  a  couple  of  weeks  as  it  would  be  much  better  for 
me  and  my  chance  of  getting  on  the  battalion  if  T  stay  here  on 

O  j 

the  job.  Tell  Frank  that  friend  of  his,, Cap t.  Waddy  Fawood,  is 

tJ  .r\ 

paymaster  here.  He  certainly  is  one  of  the  funniest  fellows  I 
ever  listened  to. 

We  had  quite  a  row  here  the  other  morning.  The  men  had  no 
grub  for  breakfast  and  being  a  very  undisciplined  mob,  they  began 
to  raise  the  devil.  A  few  of  us  only  were  on  the  job  and  we  had  a 
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pretty  tough  time  before  we  got  things  straightened  out.  It 
was  not  very  pleasant  to  walk  out  into  a  mob  like  that  and  pull 
out  the  ring  leaders,  but  with  a  little  luck,  we  did  it  and 
settled  things  without  further  trouble. 

After  a  few  more  weeks  I  am  mighty  sure  there  won’t  be  such 
scenes  as  that  one.  We  have  a  lot  of  work  before  us  and  a  lot 
of  hard  drilling,  so  I  expect  we  will  be  here  for  some  little 
time.  We  have  a  good  body  of  men,  most  of  them  recruited  from 
the  northern  districts  and  they  are  husky  and  tough.  They  will 
make  good  soldiers.  Colonel  Donald  was  over  here  the  other 
day  and  I  had  quite  a  long  talk  with  him.  Tie  assured  me  that 
everything  will  be  all  right.  I  suppose  you  have  not  heard  any 
more  of  Major  Mitchell  or  the  Island  Guard.  I  certainly  would 
let  him  wait  for  that  money,  because  it  was  his  fault  for  asking 
for  me  and  taking  me  on  without  making  any  inquiries.  Major 
Burton  was  telling  me  that  it  would  be  probably  broken  up  by  the 
first  of  July,  I  mean  the  Island  Guard. 

Well  Father  I  guess  I  will  quit  as  I  have  nothing  further  to 

say, 

love  to  yourself,  Mother  and  rest  of  the  family. 


Maurice , 
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Niagara  Camp* 


Saturday  July  17.1915. 

Dear  Father;- 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  to-night.  I  certainly  was 
sorry  to  hear  about  Aubrey  White »s  death,  it  came  as  quite  a  shock. 
We  have  been  very  busy  over  here  this  last  week,  finishing  up 
our  innoculations  and  our  vacination.  We  got  our  last  innoc- 
ulation  yesterday  and  I  hope  we  are  through  for  good.  last 
night  the  headquarters  sounded  an  alarm  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Acting  Minister  of  Militia  and  turned  us  all  out  after  we  had 
just  nicely  got  settled  in  bed.  We  all  had  to  turn  out  as  fast 
as  possible  and  parade  at  headquarters.  We  put  quite  a  feather 
in  our  hat  by  being  there  first. 

To-day  we  went  through  a  lot  of  ceremonial  drill  for  his 
Nibs  and  it  was  mighty  hot.  The  men  were  feeling  pretty  poorly 
after  their  innoculation  and  it  was  pretty  hard  on  them.  They 
did  very  well,  taking  into  consideration  the  short  time  they 
have  been  at  it. 

I  was  awfully  sorry  to  see  by  your  letter  that  you  were  so 
worried  about  Gerald.  It  is  a  mighty  hard  thing  and  I  really  do 
not  know  what  to  do  or  say.  It  Certainly  is  very  hard  on  him, 
in  fact  it  is  much  harder  to  stand  it  than  it  ever  will  be  for 
me.  I  think  I  realize  pretty  well  what  I  am  up  against,  but  the 
hardships  are  all  to  be  borne  by  those  at  home.  I  have  been 
thinking  it  all  over  and  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
is  most  certainly  up  to  either  Gerald  or  myself  to  stay  home 


home  with  you  and  Mother.  This  sounds  all  very  well  from  me, 
seeing  that  I  am  already  on  the  job,  but  I  really  mean  it.  If 
Gerry  chinks  he  has  to  go  I  am  afraid  T  would  ha^e  to  come  home, 
because  it  is  not  fair  for  both  of  us  to  go.  If  I  had  to  do  this 
it  certainly  would  be  hell  because  I  have  just  managed  to  secure 
an  appointment  on  what  everyone  considers  is  going  to  be  a  crack 
battalion.  Gerald  had  just  completed  his  course  and  is  just  in 
a  position  to  help  you  out,  while  I  still  have  ^ive  years  to 
complete.  Anything  might  happen  in  that  time  and  in  the  meantime 
I  would  not  be  able  to  be  of  much  help.  Father,  I  think  one  is 
enough  when  you  come  to  consider  that  the  people  of  England  have 
not  yet  come  to  realize  their  position.  We  in  Canada,  are  doing 
our  utmost,  while  the  people  in  the  Old  Country  are  not  coming 
forward  as  they  should.  These  strikes  a^d  labor  troubles  certainly 
are  discouraging.  If  all  the  English  were  like  these  trade  union 
people  we  would  be  wasting  our  time  over  here. 

Well  Esther  I  think  I  will  stop  now,  I  will  write  to  Gerald 
and  tell  him  what  I  think.  His  duty  is  at  home  and  is  a  darn 
sight  harder  one  than  mine  is  over  here.  I  have  written  quite  a 
lot  of  stuff  that  may  sound  foolish.  One  of  us  really  must  go 
and  one  must  stay  at  home.  I  am  7/illing  to  do  all  I  can,  and  if 
anything  should  happen  to  me  I  am  sure  I  would  feel  a  lot  easier 
if  I  thought  that  there  was  someone  at  home  to  help  you  out  and 
take  care  of  you. 

Well--  we  can  only  hope  that  the  war  will  end  shortly  and 


if  it  does  not  I  will  do  my  best 


God  blegs  you. 


lour  affectionate  Son, 

Maurice , 


Please  write  and  tell  me  how  it  is  all  arranged.  I  am  awfully 
anxious  • 

Beet  love  to  Mother. 


I 


Niagara  Camp, 


July  22nd,  1915. 

From  Lieut.  M.F. Malone,  58th  Bn. 

To  F.T. Malone,  Fsq. , 

86  Queens  park. 

Bear  Father: - 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  the  other  day  and  also 
received  a  letter  ^rom  Gerald,  rre  pure  did  send  me  some  letter 
and  it  certainly  made  me  feel  pretty  rotten.  I  wrote  to  him 
as  you  suggested  hut  it  evidently  was  a  mistake  as  he  seemed  to 
take  the  whole  thing  as  a  joke  and  the  Lord  knows  I  did  not  write 
it  in  that  vein.  But  I  would  not  worry  anymore  about  i t  as 
everything  seems  to  be  nicely  arranged  now.  I  would  not  say 
anything  to  him  either  but  I  sure  would  hate  to  get  any  more 
from  home  like  that  one.  Too  bad  you  could  not  have  dropped  down 
to  the  camp  from  Hamilton.  A  lot  of  our  Officers  were  going  to 
go  to  the  party  but  they  thought  that  they  could  not  leave  very 
well  in  the  middle  of  the  week.  We  have  quite  a  crowxi  of  Masons 
in  camp,  and  a  lot  of  them  said  that  they  would  like  to  meet  you. 
Everybody  is  working  pretty  hard  on  the  same  old  job,  and 
everything  is  going  along  fine.  I  am  still  at  the  bayonet 
fighting  class  but  expect  to  be  back  on  the  job  next  week.  The 
bayonet  work  is  very  interesting  and  we  have  been  having  a  mighty 
good  time.  The  clas«  is  made  up  of  sixteen  sergeants,  another 
officer  and  myself.  When  we  get  through  we  have  to  go  back  and 
instruct  the  Battalion.  I  see  by  the  papers  that  Dick  Donald  is 


.  *  .  .  ,  :  ■:  — 

. 


' 

. ' 

... 


Y.fjTT^b  J 


S  -  i-  •«  .--r 

.  •  ?  1  •  .  ■  .l! 


.  '  •  *  J :  .  7  J 


imia  I  w  ad  13  7  .9  or-fl  j  $nJ  ■■ 


,  f-  j  :  !  '  p«c : ' 


.  *  1  f  O  Ovl 


. 

, 

•  .•••'-!  .  ■ ..  r  1 

. 

. ;  • 


. 


going  with  the  75th  Battalion  a?  a  Quartermaster,  T  expect 
that  will  be  a  pretty  good  crown.  Everyone  seems  to  be  wishing 
Machine  guns  and  soup  kitchens  on  them.  You  might  mention  to 
J.B.  that  if  any  of  his  young  mens  Baptist  associations  are 
wondering  where  to  send  such  things  not  to  forget  a  real  crack 
battalion.  Maybe  John  Ross  Robertson  or  some  other  of  your 
Masonic  friends  would  like  some  thing  to  do  in  that  line.  I 
have  been  invited  to  go  to  Hamilton  the  week  end  a^ter  this.  T 
have  not  decided  whether  I  will  go  or  not. 

I  saw  Uncle  Jim  and  Aunt  Ada  when  they  were  over  last  week 
end  and  spent  the  afternoon  with  them.  I  certainly  am  glad  you 
are  all  coining  over  because  it  willbe  fine.  Poor  old  W.D. 
McPherson,  I  suppose  he  is  out  of  it  now  for  good,  we  wont  be 
able  to  do  anything  but  sing  now.  That  ought  to  ease  him  a  bit 
anyway.  I  am  Orderly  Officer  for  to-day  but  as  there  is  nothing 
very  much  to  do  in  the  afternoon,  but  sit  around,  I  have  lots 
of  time  to  straighten  things  out  or  write  some  letters.  Thank 
the  lord  I  have  not  much  to  do  to-day  because  it  is  as  hot  as 
the  mischief.  Buds  people  motored  over  yesterday  and  called 
around  at  the  camp.  They  still  have  a  couple  of  Maltese 
Cross  tires  on,  I  noticed.  T  wonder  if  they  got  home  all  right 
without  a  blov/out. 

Well  Rather  I  guess  that  I  have  given  you  all  the  news,  so 
I  will  quit.  Give  my  love  to  Mother  and  tell  her  that  I  will 
write  soon. 

With  best  of  love  to  yourself  and  all  the  family, 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice . 


J 


POST  CARD 


Niagara  Camp, 

July  30th , 1915 . 

Dear  Mother: - 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  I  will  he  unable  to  get 
home  this  week  end.  I  am  sorry  hut  two  officers  of  our  Company 
are  away  and  the  Captain  asked  me  if  I  would  stay,  -nevertheless 
will  see  you  all  on  Monday.  I  received  your  letter  and  hope 
you  are  well. 

Good-bye.  God  bless  you. 

Maurice . 


TELEGRAMS 


E. T. Malone , 

86  Queens  park.  Toronto 
Arrived  O.K.  Embark  tonight 


Montreal,  Q.  Aug.  16th, 1915 

ONT. 

Inform  A .1 . 

Maurice , 


Plymouth,  Aug.  26-15. 

Malone,  Toronto. 

Arrived  safely. 


Malone , 
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ALLAN  LINE 


R.M.S.  "HESPERIAN” 


Aug.  17th, 19 15. 

Dear  Mother:- 

I  received  your  welcome  letter  and  flag  the  other  day,  hut 

I  have  been  so  busy  I  have  not  had  very  much  time  to  mygelf , 

in  order  to  answer  it.  We  received  orders  Sunday  night  to  clear 

out  Monday  morning  at  4.45  A.M.  There  was  not  very  much  sleep 

for  us  that  night.  The  next  morning  (yesterday)  we  paraded  down 

to  the  boat,  accompanied  by  the  whole  battalion  and  sailed  across 

to  Toronto.  Father  and  Frank  were  down  at  the  dock  to  meet  us, 

and  we  all  had  quite  a  chat  before  the  train  pulled  out.  We 

arrived  in  Montreal  last  night,  in  the  pouring  rain  and  embarked 

/  on  the  good  ship  "Hesperian".  So  far,  it  seems  to  be  a  very 

steady  boat,  practically  new.  All  the  men  are  in  good  quarters  and 

are  very  happy.  Jimmy  is  on  the  same  boat  and  as  the  sergeants 

are  in  first  class  cabins  as  well  as  the  officers,  he  is  pretty 

well  fixed  up.  I  am  mighty  glad  he  came  along  with  us.  Just  at 

present  we  are  going  up  the  St.  Laurence  toward  Quebec  and  it  is 

raining  so  that  it  is  not  very  pleasant  outside.  Irving  Findlay 

was  at  the  station  at  Kingston  to  meet  us  and  there  were  also 

some  other  Varsity  fellows  there,  so  you  see  we  had  quite  a  party. 

The  boat  sailed  this  morning  at  four  o'clock  and  we  were  well  up 
♦ 

the  river  before  we  woke  up.  They  certainly  have  rushed  us  along. 
Bud's  people  were  down  to  see  him  off,  The  Chauffeur,  the  Cook, 
the  dress-maker  and  numerous  other  hangers  on  were  there  also. 
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I  spoke  to  Prank  about  sending  some  photos  over  to  the 
camp.  I  would  like  one  to  go  to  the  Colonel  and  one  to  King 
Pager.  Poor  old  King  felt  badly  about  us  all  going  away 
without  him.  He  and  Bill  Williams  have  been  friends  for  so 
long. 

Well  Mother,  there  is  not  really  very  much  news.  X  will 
write  to  you  as  soon  as  we  arrive  and  tell  you  all  the  news. 

So  good  bye  and  God  bless  you. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 


I  will  send  you  my  address  when  I  know  it. 
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ALLAN  LINE 


R.M.S.  "HESPERIAN” 

Saturday,  Aug.  21st,  1915. 

Bear  Eather:- 

Here  we  are  five  days  at  sea  and  having  glorious  weather. 
After  all  I  heard  about  thenorthern  route  I  was  very  agreeably 
disappointed.  It  has  been  fairly  warm  and  lots  of  sun.  Up  to 
date  we  have  not  encountered  any  ice  bergs,  whales  or  submarines. 
To-day  I  am  orderly  of -f’icer ,and  although  it  sounds  formidable, 
it  really  is  not  a  very  hard  job.  I  had  to  be  up  at  six  o’clock 
and  attend  the  early  morning  parade.  Then  I  had  to  inspect  all  the 
meals  and  see  if  there  were  any  complaints.  When  we  asked  for 
complaints  the  men  all  seemed  surprised.  Most  of  them  never  lived 
so  well,  although  the  sleeping  quarters  are  not  exactly  King 
Edward  style.  At  ten  thirty  the  Captain  of  the  ship  held  his 
inspection  and  the  orderly  officer  tagged  around  behind  him.  All 
our  men  are  in  second  class  cabins  and  are  lining  like  lords,  but 
the  poor  devils  who  went  into  the  steerage  were  not  so  lucky. 
Everything  is  clean  down  below  but  believe  me  it  is  a  long  way 
from  the  fresh  air.  We  are  pretty  crowded  on  board  and  the  only 
parades  we  can  hold  are  life  boat  parades  and  physical  torture 
drill.  We  have  about  one  thousand  six  hundred  men  on  board  and 
every  branch  of  the  service,  Engineers,  Signalers,  Artillery  and 
Infantry.  I  gee  Jimmy  every  once  in  a  while,  and  he  does  not  seem 
to  be  failing  any.  We  are  having  lots  of  fun  but  it  really  is 
getting  monotonous  as  everyone  has  to  be  off  deck  and  inside  by 


.  ,  . 


. 


.  •  r  ■ 


T  .»  ■  •  a| 


t  i  a  ■  •  •  •'  *  .  ( 


«  '/  b’  J  , 


.  ■’  "  -c  : 

. ' 


I  r<Sjc?7 

. r  f 

.  •*  •  -  n  w  1  '  n 


,  ■  !  -  v :  o  *' 


. 


r !  i 


- 

.1  '■ 

■  i!  •  *  -:r  j  :• 


»  " 


8.30  P.M.  All  the  port  holes  are  covered  with  sacking  and  we 
tear  along  through  the  night  without  a  sound.  One  night  we  ran 
through  a  fog,  but  they  did  not  use  the  whistle  or  fog  horn,  but 
just  ploughed  ahead.  A  torpedo  boat  accompanied  us  out  of  the 
river,  but  left  us  when  we  got  fairly  out  to  sea.  At  Quebec  we 
got  on  our  pay  and  it  kept  us  until  twelve  o’clock  that  night 
paying  the  men.  For  our  Company  we  handled  about  $4,665.00.  It 
sure  made  some  wad.  The  first  day  or  two  it  was  fairly  rough  and 
nearly  everyone  was  very  suspicious  about  where  the  last  meal  was 
going,  but  we  managed  to  pull  through  all  right  and  everyone  has 
his  sea- legs  now. 

Tuesday  night 

Well  we  are  only  about  a  day  and  a  half  out  now  and  as  far  as 

we  know  we  ought  to  land  at  Plymouth  on  Thursday  morning.  That  is, 

wind,  weather  and  subs,  permitting.  Our  Captain  is  not  taking  any 
chances  on  the  latter.  The  men  have  been  assigned  to  their  life 
boats  and  have  been  warned  what  to  do  in  case  of  alarm.  To-morrow 
everyone  sleeps  on  deck  with  their  life  belts,  but  it  is  only  a 
precaution  as  we  expect  to  pick  up  our  convoy  some  time  to-morrow. 
Nevertheless  no  one  is  allowed  on  deck  and  there  is  no  smoking  at 
night  or  no  noise  for  the  rest  of  the  voyage.  We  sure  are  having 
wonderful  weather.  The  ocean  has  been  as  calm  as  a  pond  and  to¬ 
night  there  is  a  wonderful  moon.  It  certainly  is  a  pretty  sight. 
Bud  seems  to  be  holding  his  own  and  getting  fat.  He  eats  enough 

for  four,  so  he  ought  to  be  well.  Everyone  knows  everyone  else  by 

this  time  and  we  are  having  a  mighty  pleasant  voyage.  I  was  talkin 
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to  Jimmy  last  night  and  he  is  quite  happy  and  eating  four 
meals  a  day.  Someone  lifted  Percy  Bands  money  "belt  yesterday. 

The  darn  thing  had  all  his  money  in  it.  You  can  he  sure  I  have 
my  eye  on  my  own.  I  won't  take  any  chance. 

How  is  Mother  and  the  rest  of  the  family?  I  expect  the 
season  is  pretty  nearly  over  at  Jacksons  Point  by  this  time.  I 
hope  we  did  not  put  the  car  out  of  business  on  our  last  trip  to 
Woodstock.  Has  Aunt  Molly  come  down  from  Woodstock  yet?  We  are 
on  the  same  boat  that  Harry  Symons  came  over  on  about  a  month  ago. 
She  is  a  steady  old  bird,  but  not  particularly  fast.  She  is  an 
eight  day  boat. 

Well  Father  I. will  finish  this  when  we  get  ashore  and  let 
you  know  how  we  fooled  them. 

Thursday  morning  3  A.M. 

We  land  this  morning  about  seven.  I  have  been  on  guard 
most  of  the  night  with  a  bunch  of  wops  with  rifles,  waiting  for 
subs,  no  luck  at  all.  Well  I  guess  I  will  close  now.  Best 
regards  to  yourself  and  Mother  and  the  rest  of  the  family. 

God  Bless  You, 

Your  affectionate  son. 


Maurice , 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION  C.E.F. 

ST.  MARTIN’S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIFFE  ,KENT  . 

Aug.  29th, 1915. 

Bear  Father 

Arrived  all  O.K.  Thursday  night  after  a  long  trip  from 
Plymouth.  I  hope  you  received  my  wire  and  letter,  I  left  them 
with  the  Library  Steward,  as  I  had  not  much  time  to  send  them 
myself.  The  last  night  aboard,  most  of  us  were  up  all  night 
doing  guard  duty.  When  we  were  off  guard  we  were  supposed  to 
sleep  on  deck,  but  nearly  everyone  preferred  to  stay  up  and  walk, 
as  the  decks  were  most  awfully  hard.  Our  long  waited  for  convoy 
did  not  pick  us  up  at  all.  We  did  not  get  an  escort  but  I 
guess  the  navy  knew  that  we  would  be  all  right.  The  most 
beautiful  scenery  I  ever  saw  was  when  we  came  into  Plymouth 
Harbour.  The  country  looked  perfect  and  the  sun  was  shining, 
an  unusual  occurence  they  tell  me  around  here,  but  the  last 
few  days  have  been  a  darn  sight  hotter  than  Niagara.  As  we 
sailed  up  the  river,  we  passed  some  of  the  old  wooden  battle 
ships,  now  used  as  trainingschools .  All  the  youngsters  were 
ready  for  us,  all  over  the  ship  on  the  rigging  and  everywhere, 
and  they  surely  gave  us  a  royal  welcome.  Our  company  did  not 
disembark  until  about  eleven  o’clock,  but  another  fellow  and  I 
managed  to  shake  our  legs  on  shore  and  we  got  down  to  the 
Town.  A  Canadian  in  Plymouth  has  to  take  mighty  good  care  of 
himself.  Everyone  wants  to  give  him  a  good  impression  of 
England.  They  start  by  getting  you  drunk  and  after  that  no  one 
knows  what  happens.  Anyway  they  are  a  great  people.  We 
managed  to  avoid  these  little  pleasantries  and  got  back  to  the 
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boat  all  right,  just  in  time  to  catch  our  train.  Plymouth 
and  Davenport  are  two  Towns  right  hy  one  another  and  they  make 
quite  a  City.  It  is  a  quaint  little  place  and  lots  of  soldiers 
in  it.  We  travelled  all  day  through  the  south  of  England, 
and  saw  some  wonderful  scenery.  We  passed  through  the  outskirts 
of  London,  but  did  not  stop.  Just  before  we  came  to  Shorncliffe 
we  had  to  pull  down  the  blinds  on  the  trains  on  account  of  Zepps. 
They  had  a  raid  over  here  about  three  weeks  ago,  but  it  did  not 
amount  to  much.  We  got  to  Shorncliffe  about  eight  o*clock.  7/e 
are  housed  in  huts  and  are  mighty  comfortable.  Shorncliffe 
sure  is  some  place,  lots  of  hills  and  scenery.  There  are 
Canadians  everywhere,  all  over  the  plains.  Just  below  us  in  a 
valley  are  a  few  battalions  and  on  the  hill  opposite  are  some  more, 
all  in  tents.  When  it  rains  it  is  rather  uncomfortable.  We  are 
lucky  to  be  in  the  huts.  Harry  Symons  i3  with  the  Mounted 
Rifles  just  across  the  valley  from  us,  but  I  have  not  seen 
him  yet.  The  Battalion  we  are  in  is  a  reserve  battalion, 
sending  reinforcements  to  the  2nd  and  4th  Battalions.  I  am 
afraid  we  will  not  be  able  to  go  to  the  front  with  our  men  as 
they  send  them  to  the  front  with  other  officers  of  the  battalion, 
who  have  been  waiting  here  for  some  time.  This  battalion  was 
made  a  reserve  battalion  and  themen  were  all  sent  away  as  re¬ 
inforcements  and  the  officers  remained.  So  they  go  when  their 
turn  comes.  We  will  probably  be  sent  out  on  machine  gun  courses, 
and  things  lil^e  that.  They  will  keep  us  busy  until  our  turn 
comes.  That  will  not  be  for  some  time,  unless  something  big 
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happens  and  then  we  might  go.  The  fourth  Battalion,  which  we 
will  go  to,  as  reinforcements,  when  we  do  go,  is  a  good  one  and 
has  made  quite  a  name  for  itself.  At  present  there  are  quite  a 
few  officers  and  men  here  "back  from  the  front,  (wounded)  and  we 
sure  do  hear  some  great  stories.  Folkstone,  which  is  only  about 
three  miles  from  here,  is  a  great  summer  resort,  talk  about 
Atlantic  City.  I  am  willing  to  bet  that  this  place  has  it 
trimmed  a  dozen  different  ways.  There  are  a  lot  of  Belgians  and 
French  over  here,  some  wounded  and  some  refugees.  The  place  is 
full  of  Canadians,  you  meet  all  sorts  of  fellows,  you  knew  in 
Canada.  There  are  lots  of  University  men  here. 

Well  I  guess  that  I  have  given  you  all  the  news,  so  T  will 
close  now.  We  ha^e  not  been  down  to  London  yet,  but  I  guess  we 
will  take  a  run  in  the  near  future. 

Love  to  yourself  and  Mother  and  the  rest  of  the  family. 

God  Bless  You. 

Maurice , 


For  the  present  send  all  letters  to  this  address.  I  may  be  away 
from  time  to  time  but  I  can  get  all  my  letters  from  here. 
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THE  ROYAL  AUTOMOBILE  CLUB, 

PALL  MALL, 

LONDON,  S.W. 

Sunday,  Sept.  5th, 1915. 

Dear  Mother:- 

Rather  sporty  are  we  not  at  our  club?  Bud  and  I  are  in 
town  over  the  week  end  and  we  certainly  have  been  having  a  good 
time.  All  Canadian  Officers  are  honorary  members  in  this  club, 
which  makes  it  very  nice.  And  believe  me  this  is  some  club.  It 
is  the  most  beautiful  place  I  was  ever  in.  Lovely  rooms, 
swimming  bath,  beautiful  lounge  rooms  etc.  Bud  and  I  got  a  week 
end  leave  and  arrived  here  Saturday  about  five- thirty.  The 
first  person  we  met  when  we  came  into  the  club  was  Percy  Band. 

Well  we  have  practically  been  writh  him  ever  since. Saturday  night  we 
wrent  to  Simpson’s  on  the  Strand  for  our  dinner  and  had  a  great 
meal.  The  meals  at  our  mess  in  Shorncliffe  are  nothing  to  brag 
about,  so  we  just  dug  right  in  to  make  up  for  lost  time.  We 
kept  the  old  boys  rolling  the  beef  around  to  us  for  some  time. 

After  we  had  been  wrell  and  truly  filled  we  moved  out  in  order  to 
find  something  to  amuse  ourselves.  On  the  way  out  we  met  a  lot  of 
fellows  we  knew.  Some  from  the  48th  just  back  from,  the  front,  on 
leave  for  a  few  days.  Well  percy,  Bud  and  myself  and  also 
Arnold  Davidson,  another  Toronto  fellow,  went  to  the  Hippadrome 
to  see  the  perf ormarce .  There  we  met  another  gang  of  Toronto 
fellows.  After  the  show  we  wandered  around  for  abit  and  then 
came  back  to  the  club.  We  could  not  get  a  room  so  we  went  down 
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to  the  Turkish  -path,  which  is  a  run  in  connection  with  the  club. 
Well  we  were  first  shooed  into  a  room  which  was  about  150°  of 
heat,  then  into  another  of  about  1^0°  and  then  again  into 
another  room  which  was  about  160°  in  the  shade.  Well  believe  me 
it  was  hot.  The  persperation  rolled  off  of  me  like  water.  By 
the  time  we  got  back  to  the  room  which  was  150°  it  felt  quite 
cool.  Then  we  got  a  rub  down  and  a  good  shower  and  then  went  to 
bed  on  a  couch,  which  was  one  of  the  best  beds  I  ever  slept  on. 
When  we  woke  up  in  the  morning  we  had  a  swin  in  one  of  the  most, 
beautiful  swimming  baths  T  ever  saw.  Then  we  got  dressed  and 
had  breakfast.  After  that  Bud  and  I  walked  up  to  St.  Pauls  and 
walked  in.  They  were  holding  a  service  so  we  took  a  seat  and 
held  on  Service  in  St. Pauls  on  a  Sunday  morning  sure  is  a  fine 
and  impressive  sight.  After  the  service  was  finished  we 
wandered  around  and  saw  all  the  old  sights  and  looked  at  the  old 
flags,  which  are  hanging  around.  St.  Pauls  certainly  is  inspiring 
and  it  makes  you  feel  darn  glad  that  you  have  an  opportunity  to 
do  things  and  feel  proud  that  ^ou  are  part  of  the  Empire. 

We  met  Percy  and  Arnold  Davidson  at  the  Piccadilly  Grill 
and  had  dinner.  Evan  Ryrie  and  Geoffrey  O'Brien  were  there  also, 
and  wre  had  quite  a  party.  Evan  and  Geoff,  expect  to  go  to  the 
front  shortly  as  the  second  division,  which  they  are  in,  are  going 
to  move  over  to  France  this  v/eek  or  next.  We  don'  o  expeco  to 
move  for  some  time  yet.  We  are  in  a  reserve  battalion  for  the 
1st  division,  which  is  the  first  Contingent.  There  is  some 
chance  of  getting  into  the  15th  Battalion,  which  is  the  48th 
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Highlanders,  at  the  front  now.  But  I  am  afraid  there  is  not 
much  chance  for  any  such  good  luck  as  that.  I  certainly  would 
like  to  get  into  our  own  regiment  again,  "but  we  don't  know  anybody 
over  there  in  a  high  command.  Well  to  tell  you  about  London. 
Sunday  afternoon  we  took  the  underground  and  went  out  to 
Wimble  ton  and  from  there  went  to  Combe  lane  ana  after  much  hunting 
found  Mrs.  Scotts  place.  Wehad  not  let  them  know  that  we  were 
coming,  and  we  found  them  having  tea  in  the  garden.  They  were 
tickled  to  death  to  see  us  and  immediately  started  to  fill  us  up 
and  ask  questions  about  everybody  and  everything.  Mrs.  Scott  and 
Jessie  both  look  awfully  well.  It  seems  that  Jessie  is  engaged 
to  some  English  Officer, now  at  the  front.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
the  beggar  does  not  get  crocked.  Mrs.  Scott  made  very  extensive 
inquiries  about  you  and  said  that  she  was  going  to  write  to  you 
at  once.  Well  we  spent  a  very  pleasant  afternoon  and  evening 
with  them.  They  have  a  fine  little  house  and  a  dandy  garden. 

It  is  an  ideal  place  and  very  pretty.  They  insisted  upon  us 
calling  again  and  often,  which  I  think  we  will  do.  I  am  back 
at  the  club  now  and  I  think  we  will  go  back  to  Shorncliffe  to¬ 
morrow  morning.  The  club  sounds  as  if  we  were  spending  a  small 
fortune  but  they  only  charge  us  5/-  a  night  for  a  room.  It  is 
awfully  decent  of  them.  The  people  over  here  think  quite  a  lot 
of  the  Canadians  and  are  very  decent  with  them.  Our  trip  from 
Plymouth  to  Shorncliffe  was  one  succession  of  smiles  and  cheers. 
You  do  not  see  very  many  English  soldiers  in  the  country  at  all. 
There  are  lots  here  but  the  majority  of  them  have  been  moved 
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over  to  Prance*  London  is  full  of  Australians  and  Canadians. 

There  are  not  very  many  able  hodied  men  to  he  seen  on  the  streets 
now.  I  think  they  are  wideawake  over  here  and  will  pull  through 
with  flying  colors. 

Well  Mother  I  guess  I  have  given  you  all  the  news.  Write 
soon  and  let  me  know  all  the  news  you  can. 

Best  love  to  yourself  and  everyone. 

Good  night,  God  Bless  You. 


Maurice , 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION  C.E.P. 

ST.  MARTIN *S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIFFE  KENT. 

Monday,  Sept.  13th, 1915. 


Dear  Father 

In  spite  of  wind,  weather  and  zeppelins,  we  are  all  O.K. 
Speaking  of  weather,  I  think  we  are  having  the  best  there  is. 

We  certainly  are  lucky,  it  has  only  rained  about  two  days  since 
we  have  been  here.  September  weather  in  England  is  all  one  could 
wish  for.  The  other  night  we  were  up  for  quite  a  time  waiting  for 
a  zeppelin  raid.  We  were  warned  about  it  but  it  did  not  come  off. 
Everybody  is  most  anxious  to  see  one  of  the  blooming  things,  but 
up  to  date  we  have  not  had  any  luck.  I  think  we  were  rather  lucky 
about  the  "Hesperian" .  She  was  torpedoed  on  her  return  trip, 
after  landing  us.  I  am  glad  they  did  not  do  it  when  we  were 
aboard.  The  Captain  was  a  fine  old  fellow  and  I  feel  very  sorry 
as  I  believe  it  was  his  first  accident,  and  he  has  been  to  sea 
for  a  very  long  time.  For  the  last  week  we  have  been  doing  a 
bayonet  fighting  course,  very  much  the  same  as  I  had  at  Niagara 
only  much  more  strenuous.  It  sure  was  hard  work  but  we  are 
through  with  it  now.  My  hands  were  banged  and  scraped  till  they 
looked  like  beef  steaks.  I  don*t  know  whether  I  told  you  before 
or  not  but  I  bought  a  motor  bicycle.  The  roads  are  superb 
around  here  and  Barry  Symons  (he  has  a  cycle  too)  and  I  have 
gone  on  quite  a  few  runs.  I  fell  off  the  hanged  thing  the  other 
day  and  scraped  my  knee.  So  you  see  that  betv/een  bayonet 
fighting  and  motor  cycling,  I  am  leading  a  strenuous  life.  On 
Wednesday  I  start  on  a  course  of  general  instruction.  We  take 


.  .  %  £ 

I 


# 


v‘- 


t  . 


. 


. 


.  e 


V 


.  "  i  v  " 


•  -  7  .  *  ’  • 


•  i?  1  '  - 


;  j  5  ' ' 


r\  ' 

joz?  .  ; 


.  .  .  •  • 


. 


.  ~ 


—  *  ■ 


•  C 


up  everything  imaginable,  Tnfanty  drill,  Cavalry  manoeuvres , 

(I  have  started  quite  a  discussion  amongst  some  of  the  fellows 
about  the  spelling  of  that  word) ,  tactics  and  everything  that  is 
useful.  The  course  lasts  for  tnree  months,  I  am  tola,  so  I  expect 
I  am  anchored  here  for  some  time.  I  am  mighty  glad  to  get  on  this 
course,  as  it  is  a  good  one  and  when  I  do  go  over  to  Prance,  I 

expect  I  will  know  what  I  am  doing.  Bud  is  starting  on  some  other 

course,  I  don't  know  exactly  what  it  is.  Our  men,  I  think,  will 
be  going  over  to  the  front  in  a  short  time.  T  will  he  darn  sorry 
to  see  them  go,  but  it  seems  to  be  the  rule  in  a  reserve  battalion. 
Train  the  men  and  send  them  away  and  keep  the  officers  until  there 
is  a  vacancy.  This  is  a  great  town  we  are  in  and  everyone  in  it 
now  seems  to  be  a  Canadian,  pretty  nearly  everyone  I  knew  at  the 
University  seems  to  be  here,  and  you  meet  them  all  the  time.  I 
have  not  seen  Jimmy  Blackey  since  we  lanaed.  They  are  in  Barracks 
in  town  ana  I  have  not  been  over  yet.  The  second  division  started 
to  go  to  Prance  last  night.  The  nineteenth  and  twentieth  Battalions, 
who  were  at  the  Exhibition  all  winter,  left  last  night.  Evan  Kyrie 
went  v/ith  them  and  a  lot  of  other  fellows  I  know.  I  suppose  the 

people  are  getting  away  from  Jackson»s  Point  by  now.  If  you  are 

having  the  weather  we  areit  would  be  lovely  up  there.  I  think 
I  will  go  up  to  London  next  week  end  and  I  expect  I  will  go  out 
and  see  the  Scotts. 

Well  Father  I  guess  I  ha^e  given  you  all  the  gossip. 

With  best  love. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

Remember  me  to  Mother  and  the  rest  of  the  family. 


Best  love  to  all. 
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12th  RFISFFVR  BATTALION  C.F.F. 

ST.  MAP. TIN ' S  PLAIN, 

SHOBNCLIFFF,  KENT. 

Sept.  20th, 1915. 

Lear  Father;- 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  to-day.  I  met  Percy  Band 
down  town  and  he  took  me  up  to  hie  tent  ana  gave  me  your  letter. 

It  was  the  first  letter  I  have  had  from  home  and  believe  me  I 
was  glad  to  get  it.  It  was  rather  a  surprise  to  hear  about  the 
58th.  We  have  not  seen  a  Canadian  paper  for  some  time  and  did 
not  know  anything  about  it.  It  is  rather  too  bad  we  did  not  come 
over  with  them,  but  we  are  pretty  well  fixed.  I  have  just  started 
on  an  instruction  course  at  headquarters  which  will  take  about 
two  or  three  months  to  complete.  The  course  qualifys  us  for  a 
raise  if  there  is  one  coming.  They  take  up  machine  gun  work  ana 
everything  else.  It  sure  is  a  good  course  but  it  is  a  little 
long.  Bud  and  I  were  up  to  headcpaarters  and  saw  Captain  Marshall 
on  the  staff.  He  is  an  old  48th  Officer  and  I  think  that  Bud  and 
I  have  a  chance  to  get  drafted  to  the  15th  Battalion  (48th). 

Pete  Campbell,  who  is  an  officer  over  there,  is  working  for  us. 

Tie  may  get  us  over  there  in  a  little  while.  To-day  we  had  a 
riding  lesson  at  the  course.  They  nearly  murdered  us.  The 
blooming  old  horses  they  gave  us  had  actions  like  camels.  I  was 
up  to  London  with  one  of  the  fellow's,  over  Sunday.  He  had 
relatione  there  so  we  stayed  there.  On  Sunday  we  went  boating 
on  the  Thames,  up  by  Richmond.  It  is  a  great  sight  to  see  the 
crowds  on  the  river  on  a  Sunday  afternoon.  The  river  is  .just 
packed.  All  the  second  division  are  across  in  France  now.  It 
was  a  wonderful  sight  to  see  them  all  go  out.  The.y  are  moving 
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an  awful  crowd  of  troops  dow,  so  I  expect  there  ought  to  he 
something  doing  soon.  I  will  he  glad  to  see  all  the  people 
with  the  58th  when  they  get  over  here.  King  Eager  was  awfully- 
cut  up  about  us  going  away.  We  will  all  he  glad  to  see  him. 

Nothing  very  exciting  has  happened  over  here  lately.  The  zeppelins 
keep  cruising  around  hut  have  not  done  any  damage  around  here  yet. 
London  seems  just  the  same  as  ever,  nobody  there  seems  to  worry 
about  bombs.  I  was  over  at  Harry  Symons*  Mess  to-night  for 
dinner.  Harry  seems  to  be  as  bright  and  cocky  as  ever.  Harry 
thinks  that  his  regiment  might  move  out  in  a  couple  of  weeks ,  but 
of  course,  they  are  not  sure  what  they  are  going  to  do.  The 
Colonel  of  our-  battalion  is  named  McLeod.  He  comes  from  new 
Brunswick  and  is  an  M.P.  or  something  down  there.  He  is  a  very 
fine  fellow,  but  unfortunately  has  no  respect  for  headquarters, 
that  is  why  his  battalion  is  a  reserve  one,  I  expect.  His  chief 
delight  is  to  fight  with  them  all. 

Well  Father  I  will  write  again  this  week,  I  have  told  you 
all  the  news.  T>ercy  Band  seems  quite  happy  bub  I  suppose  he  misses 
his  Eileen.  He  only  laughs  when  we  jolly  him  about  it,  so  I 
think  the  old  toy  must  be  engaged  all  right. 

Good  bye.  God  Bless  you. 

"Your  loving  son  , 

Maurice , 

P.S.  Love  to  all. 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION  C.E.F. 


ST.  MARTIN * S  PLAIN, 

SHORE CIIEFE,  KENT. 

Thursday,  Sept.  23/1915. 


Dear  Mother:- 

</ 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  we  are  all  alive  and  kicking 
and  wondering  what  is  going  to  happen  next.  In  this  business  you 
never  know  what  is  going  to  happen  next.  We  are  still  having 
superb  weather  but  I  am  afraid  it  is  nearly  over  now.  I  was  very 
glad  to  get  Fathers  letter  as  it  was  the  first  I  had  received 
from  Canada.  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Geo.  A.  and  Mrs. 
E.W.Cox’s  deaths,  they  certainly  rushed  things,  dying  like  that. 

I  expect  the  rest  of  the  family  have  kept  Father  pretty  busy 
settling  things  up.  I  am  on  a  general  instruction  course  just 
now.  It  is  just  like  going  to  the  University.  We  drill  from 
7  to  8  then  from  9  until  5.30  at  night,  we  work  hard,  riding 
lessons,  lectures  on  all  military  subjects.  It  is  a  mighty 
interesting  course.  There  seems  to  be  a  lull  at  the  front  just 
at  present,  nothing  very  much  aoing.  That  also  applies  to  us 
over  here  as  well.  We  keep  sending  reinforcements  over,  and  a 
lot  of  English  brigades  have  moved.  It  seems  to  be  the  general 
opinion  around  here  that  it  is  a  lull  before  a  storm.  If  anything 
very  big  happens  I  expect  a  lot  of  us  will  get  moved  over.  But 
that  May  not  be  for  some  little  time  yet.  I  saw  Jimmy  B lackey 
to-day.  He  is  still  with  the  battery  but  he  says  that  he  is 
doing  all  he  can  to  get  a  commission.  We  were  having  a  riding 


. 


:  '  i 


i  ■ 

. 

......  -  • 

*  ' 


r?»  T  '  ; 


y 


■  ■■  .  >■■*■■''' 


» 


• 

. 


. 


lesson  and  Jim  ana  a  bunch  were  looking  us  over  carefully.  He 
did  not  recognise  me  for  a  while,  he  said  afterwards  he  never  saw 
such  a  rotten  rider #  I  havenot  fallen  off  ye l  and  T  consider  tha 
as  something  to  be  pretty  darn  proud  of.  They  make  us  ride 
without  stirrups.  First  they  walk  and  then  they  trot.  Believe 
me  I  am  always  glad  when  we  finish  trotting.  We  have  not  seen 
anything  of  the  58th  nattalion  as  yet,  but  are  looking  out  for 
them.  Bud  is  not  on  the  course  with  me  but  a?  i  still  live  with 
the  battalion  I  see  as  much  of  him  as  ever.  He  seems  to  be 
having  a  good  time.  Jimmy  was  telling  me  that  he  ?/as  in  London 
when  the  Zepe  visited  them.  I  think  it  must  have  been  a  bit 
interesting. 

Well  Mother  there  is  not  very  much  news,  so  I  think  T  will 
close  for  now. 

Be  good  and  if  you  can't  be  good  be  as  good  as  you  can. 

Best  love, 

God  Bless  you. 


Maurice , 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION,  C.E.P., 

ST.  MARTIN* S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIEFE,  KENT. 

Sept.  27th, 1915, 

Dear  Eather;- 

Thls  evening,  I  went  up  to  the  23rd  Battalion  on  my  motor 
cycle  to  see  Percy  Band.  When  I  got  there  Percy  had  collected  for 
me,  a  whole  hatch  of  letters.  I  got  one  from  the  "Globe"  inform¬ 
ing  me  that  they  were  forwarding  the  paper.  I  wrote  to  them  and 
gave  them  the  correct  aadress.  Mrs.  Scott  wrote  me  a  letter 
inviting  me  down  to  spend  a  few  days.  I  think  I  will  go  down 
next  week  end  to  see  them  all.  There  was  also  there  for  me  a 
letter  from  Mother,  dated  the  ninth  of  September,  and  one  from 
you,  dated  the  ninth  or  eighth.  Then  this  evening  I  got  another 
letter  from  you  dated  the  fifteenth.  So  you  see  I  guess  I  have 
collected  them  all  now.  I  sure  was  delighted  to  get  them  all.  It 
was  almost  like  getting  home  again  to  hear  about  the  Exhibition 
and  everything  that  was  going  on  around  the  house.  It  was  quite 
a  coincident  to  have  the  battalion  stop  right  in  front  of  the 
house.  I  certainly  would  like  to  see  them  all.  Mother’s 
pictures  of  the  point  are  now  tacked  up  in  my  quarters  to  remind 
me  of  the  little  old  roaring  lake.  Tell  Ella  that  I  have  not 
seen  or  smelt  a  decent  apple  pie  since  I  left  home.  They 
evidently  don’t  know  how  to  manage  such  things  in  this  country. 

I  will  bet  that  old  King  Eager  had  the  time  of  his  life  at  the 
Exhibition.  Bill  Williams  is  thriving  in  his  own  climate  and 
along  with  Bud,  they  look  quite  well.  Capt.  and  Mrs.  Cassels 
certainly  are  a  mighty  fine  couple.  I  wonder  if  she  will  come 
over  and  stay  here  when  he  comes  over. 
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You  made  some  mention  in  your  letter  about  the  "Hesperian" 
and  the  way  the  Americans  were  taking  it.  I  expect  the  Americans 
have  quite  gladly  accepted  the  story  that  the  "Hesperian"  had  a 
gun  on  board.  Any  excuse  to  crawl  out  of  a  bad  hole.  T  am 
absolutely  certain  that  she  carried  no  such  gun,  nor  never  has 
carried  one.  I  was  officer  of  the  day  on  her  last  trip  out  and 
in  company  with  the  Captain  went  all  over  the  boat.  There 
certainly  was  no  gun  on  her  then  and  the  Purser  told  me  that  she 
never  had  carried  one.  The  general  opinion  of  Americans  over  here 
is  hardly  a  complimentary  one.  I  am  glad  you  had  a  chat  with 
the  Colonel  and  I  am  sure  you  liked  him.  He  certainly  is  a 
gentleman,  if  there  ever  was  one.  Percy  Band  soon  got  over  his 
loss  of  his  money  belt.  I  really  think  that  he  was  quite 
relieved  when  he  found  that  his  picture  of  "Her"  was  still  safe. 
Too  bad  about  his  dad,  I  guess  cards  were  bucking  him,  still  I 
guess  it  is  not  the  first  time  and  before  long  he  will  have  it 
back  in  the  fold.  I  hope  your  stay  in  Boston  made  you  feel  a 
lot  better,  and  T  hope  it  did  Mother  a  lot  of  good  too.  You  all 
want  to  ease  up  a  bit  now  and  enjoy  some  of  your  millions . 

As  far  as  I  can  judge,  I  don't  think  they  will  ever  have 
conscription  over  here.  Of  course,  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  that 
seems  to  be  the  general  opinion  around  here.  If  they  don't  have 
conscription  here  they  certainly  never  will  in  Canada.  They  are 
a  great  people  over  here,  they  welcome  you  with  open  arms  and 
charge  you  double  price.  Your  opinions  change  a  bit  when  you  are 
over  here  for  a  while.  They  ha^e  a  sliding  scale  of  prices, 

1  shilling  for  Canadians,  6  pence  for  their  own  people.  But  I 
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guess  it  is  our  own  fault  because  we  generally  pay  it.  Everyone 
is  delighted  at  the  news  from  the  front,  but  they  are  waiting  rather 
anxiously  for  the  casualty  lists,  which  T  am  afraid  will  be  a  bit 
heavy.  It  really  looks  as  if  we  are  going  to  come  into  our  own 
for  a  bit  now.  I  certainly  hope  so.  We  have  not  had  any  visits 
from  zeppelins  for  some  time  now.  A  crowd  of  officers  from  the 
course  went  for  a  ride  last  Saturday,  on  horse  back,  really  it  was 
the  funniest  thing  I  ever  saw.  I  have  got  so  now  that  I  can  get 

along  and  still  be  comfortable,  so  you  see  I  could  laugh  at  most  of 

the  others.  When  we  started  we  had  twenty  one  with  us.  After  our 

first  little  trot  we  only  had  eighteen,  we  lost  three  by  the  way- 

side.  I  nearly  fell  off  from  laughing. 

Well  Father,  I  guess  I  have  given  you  all  the  news  so  I  guess 
I  will  close  for  the  present. 

Best  love  to  yourself,  Mother,  Frank  and  Gerald  and  all 
the  Aunts. 

I  am, 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

P.W. 

Tell  Mother,  Don’t  worry,  and  don't  do  it  yourself,  you  know  I 
never  was  better,  have  gained  about  six  or  seven  pounds  and  am 
having  the  time  of  a  century. 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION,  C.E.E., 

ST.  MARTIN’S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIFEE,  KENT. 

October,  3rd, 1915. 

Dear  Mother:- 

How  is  everybody  and  how  is  the  world  treating  you? 

Everything  around  here  seems  to  be  the  same  old  two  and  six  pence, 
nothing  particulary  new  at  all.  Jimmy  Blackey  and  Porkey  Brydon 
were  over  to  see  me  the  other  night  and  they  told  me  all  the 
news  of  the  world.  Then  again  the  other  evening  young  Harold 
Rolph  came  over,  so  you  see  I  have  been  receiving  visitors 
lately.  The  weather  is  getting  to  be  a  bit  dreary  now  and  we 
have  had  quite  a  bit  of  rain.  I  guess  we  will  begin  to  have  a 
very  sloppy  English  winter  pretty  soon.  I  was  down  to  dinner 
with  Bud  with  Bob  Davidson  of  the  48th.  He  was  back  on  a  weeks 
holidays  and  he  was  telling  us  all  the  news  from  the  front. 

When  we  go  to  the  front  I  think  that  it  is  very  likely  that  we 
will  go  to  the  48th.  They  are  the  15th  Battalion,  you  know.  It 
certainly  v/ill  be  fine  if  we  manage  it,  as  it  will  be  exactly 
what  we  always  wanted.  I  got  a  letter  from  Helen  Brown  yesterday 
and  now'  know  all  the  latest  scandal,  as  she  calls  it.  Arnold 
Davidson,  I  don't  know  whether  you  know  him  or  not,  but  I  think 
Gerry  does,  has  gone  over  to  the  front,  with  the  48th.  I  have 
not  seen  Percy  Band  for  some  little  time  now.  They  have  moved 
to  another  camp  which  is  quite  a  little  wa y  from  here.  I  went 
up  there  the  other  night  and  got  some  mail.  I  have  not  received 
letters  from  home  lately,  but  the  mail  is  so  irregular. 


any 


They  generally  get  here  all  in  a  hunch.  Bud  is  off  to  the 
ranges  to-day  and  will  not  get  in  until  dark.  As  it  is  raining, 

I  don’t  think  they  will  have  a  very  pleasant  time.  I  have  met 
quite  a  few  hoys  from  the  fraternity  over  here  and  we  have  had 
quite  a  good  time.  I  think  a  hunch  of  us  will  go  up  to  London 
next  week.  Keg.  Elliott  tells  me  that  you  met  Mrs.  Elliott  at 
the  Exhibition.  Reg.  is  a  very  nice  fellow  and  there  is  lots  of 
fun  in  him.  Jimmy  Blackey  has  not  got  his  commission  yet,  pt  is 
rather  a  shame  because  an  artillery  man’s  life  is  not  the  sweetest 
thing  imaginable.  I  think  he  really  v/ants  to  get  one  too. 

Well  Mother,  I  guess  I  have  given  you  all  the  news,  so  I  will 
c lose . 

Good  ■Qye  and  God  Bless  you. 

Best  love  to  all  the  family. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

P.S. 

By  the  way  will  you  s  end  one  of  my  photos  to  Miss  Stella  Seager, 
Lansing,  Michigan,  U.S.A.  The  lady  in  the  case  requests  one. 
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12th  RESERVE  BATTALION,  C.E.F. 

ST.  MARTIN’S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIEFE,  KENT, 

October  11th, 1915. 

Dear  Father;- 

Received  your  letter  to-day  dated  Sept.  28th.  prom  it  I 
judged  that  you  had  not  received  some  of  my  letters.  The  mails 
are  all  so  uncertain  now  that  you  can’t  tell  where  you  are  at. 

I  have  received  all  your  letters,  I  think.  I  got  all  the  letters 
that  were  sent  to  the  23rd  Battalion.  The  other  day,  I  also, 
received  a  letter  from  Mother  and  one  from  Gerald.  Nothing  very 
startling  has  happened  lately.  I  was  in  London  last  Sunday  and 

went  up  to  see  Mrs.  Scott  and  Jessie.  Jessie  is  engaged,  you 

« 

know,  and  her  young  man  was  over  to  visit  her.  Mrs .  Scott  and  I 
went  for  a  walk  on  Sunday  afternoon  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walter 
Willison.  The  Willisons  really  are  very  nice  and  when  we  returned 
we  had  tea  at  their  place,  I  had  to  leave  early  as  I  had  to  get 
back  to  Shorncliffe  that  night.  I  had  a  very  pleasant  day, 
however.  Mrs.  Scott  was  very  good  to  me  and  fed  me  up  until  I 
nearly  bust.  The  other  day  Bud  received  notification  to  hold 
himself  in  readiness  to  go  to  the  front,  but  when  I  got  back 
Sunday  night  I  learned  that  it  was  cancelled  and  somebody  else 
was  to  go.  I  was  mighty  glad  it  was  cancelled,  because  it  was 
rotten  to  feel  that  I  had  to  stay  here  and  he  was  going  out. 

Well  anyway,  we  have  all  settled  down  again  and  we  don’t  know 
when  we  will  go.  We  had  a  burst  of  rainy  weather  but  it  has 
cleared  up  and  we  are  having  fine,  sunny  days  now.  Next  time  you 
come  to  England  either  come  in  the  Spring  or  in  September.  Tt  is 
absolutely  perfect  then.  Some  more  Canadian  Regiments  went  out 
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on  Saturday.  The  42nd  Highlanaers  of  Montreal  went  over  to 
Prance.  They  have  been  camping  right  beside  us  for  some  time  now 
and  they  were  a  fine  body  of  men.  To-day  we  were  out  making  maps 
of  the  blooming  country,  we  tramped  around  about  six  miles  before 
we  finished.  I  did  not  know  that  there  was  so  much  detail  to  be 
put  on  one  little  map.  We  are  very  comfortable  at  the  12th.  The 
Colonel  is  rather  a  sporty  old  boy.  When  they  change  the  guard 
he  makes  them  do  i  t  in  style.  Band  playing  etc.  etc.  tre  is  a 
mighty  fine  fellow  all  the  same.  I  got  the  Globe  for  the  first  time 
the  other  night  and  really  i t  is  the  first  news  X  have  heard.  We 
get  absolutely  none  over  here,  and  really  know  nothing  until  about 
two  weeks  after  an  event  occurrs.  Nobody  has  any  idea  how  the 
recruiting  is  going  on  or  anything  else. 

Well  Father  I  guess  there  ig/no thing  more  to  say  for  the 
presen  t. 

Best  love  to  all  the  family, 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 
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Monday,  October,  18th, 1915. 


Dear  Mother: - 

Received  your  letter  and  Father’s  dated  the  4th.  Needless 
to  say  I  was  mighty  glad  to  hear  from  you  all.  We  have  been 
having  rather  a  strenuous  week  around  here.  The  other  night  the 
zeppelins  visited  us.  All  our  lights  were  turned  out  and  we  were 
all  out  on  the  hill  rubbering  around  to  see  what  was  to  be  seen. 

We  did  not  see  any  of  them,  but  we  could  hear  them  dropping  bombs 
about  three  or  four  miles  from  here.  They  did  damage,  but  we  are 
not  allowed  to  say  where  they  were,  or  what  damage  they  did.  I 
believe  they  are  censoring  our  letters  now  so  we  have  to  be 
careful  what  we  say.  The  zepps  passed  on  and  flew  over  London 
and  raised  quite  a  row  there.  I  am  still  rather  busy  on  the 
course.  We  have  examinations  every  week  so  that  I  have  to  do 
a  bit  of  studying  at  nights.  Evidently  they  are  going  to  be  darn 
good  and  sure  that  we  are  efficient  and  know  our  jobs  before  they 
will  let  us  go  to  the  front.  I  don't  expect  to  be  through  the 
course  for  over  a  month  yet,  so  I  suppose  I  will  be  in  England 
for  Christmas  anyway.  Still  you  never  can  tell  when  they  will 
start  something  and  they  would  need  us  all.  This  morning  we  v/ere 
out  sketching  the  country  and  this  afternoon  we  v/ere  digging 
trenches.  Believe  me  it  sure  was  hard  work.  They  put  us  all  in  a 
field  and  told  us  to  dig  ourselves  in.  We  did  but  nearly  bust 
our  backs  in  the  attempt.  While  we  were  digging,  a  class  in 
bomb  throwing  was  going  on  just  down  the  hill  below  us.  They 
v/ere  throwing  bombs  into  a  trench  and  we  could  feel  the  things 
whistle  around  us.  Made  it  a  bit  realistic.  Tomorrow  we  are 
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going  to  be  out  all  day  in  some  kind  of  a  field  manoeuvre.  T 
can  see  where  we  will  do  a  lot  of  walking.  We  are  still  having 
lots  of  fine  weather  and  long  may  it  keep  up.  I  don’t  want  to 
experience  any  more  English  winter  than  is  absolutely  necessary. 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  Prank  had  to  go  all  the  way  down  to 
Montreal  to  go  on  his  job,  but  I  expect  it  will  all  work  out  all 
right.  I  would  like  to  know  this  address  when  you  find  it  out. 

We  have  not  seen  anything  of  the  58th  yet,  but  are  still 
expecting  them.  T  received  a  letter  from  Gerald  last  week  telling 
me  about  his  being  called  to  the  bar.  That  certainly  was  fine  and 
I’ll  bet  Father  was  tickled  to  death,  I  am  getting  the  Globe 
rather  spasmodically,  but  I  guess  they  send  the  copies  along 
whenever  they  get  them.  Bud  agrees  with  his  people  and  thinks 
that  the  most  appropriate  place  for  his  picture  ought  to  be  in 
the  dining  room.  I  agree  with  him.  Jimmy  and  Porkey  came  over 
Saturday  night  and  on  Sunday  we  went  to  Folkestone,  where  we  had 
dinner  with  Reg.  Elliott.  Jimmy  seems  to  think  that  the  decks 
are  about  clear  for  his  commission.  I  will  be  mighty  glad  when 
he  gets  it,  because  we  will  be  able  to  have  a  tear  in  London, 
when  he  does.  Bud  is  healthy  and  eating  more  than  ever,  I  don't 
know  how,  but  he  is.  I  think  he  ate  so  much  on  the  "Hesperian" 
that  the  old  boat  just  sank  in  despair. 

The  old  motorcycle  is  still  chugging  along.  The  blamed  old 
thing  sounds  like  a  dreadnaught  in  action,  when  it  gets  started. 
Bud  is  running  around  on  Evan  Ryries  machine.  If  he  doesn’t  bust 
himself, he  will  the  machine,  thats  sure.  I  wish  you  were  here 
and  had  the  Cadillac  along  with  you,  there  are  some  great  roads 
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around  here.  To-night  we  have  just  come  in  from  a  hit  of  a 
route  march,  ana  it  rained,  which  made  it  very  unpleasant. 

Well  Mother  I  guess  I  will  quit  as  I  must  go  to  bed. 
have  to  get  up  at  six  in  the  morning  and  if  I  don’t  pound  m 
for  at  least  seven  hours  or  more,  I  can’t  do  it. 

Good  night, 

God  Bless  you. 

Your  afectionate  son, 

Maurice , 


Best  regards  to  everybody, 

I  am  writing  Aunt  Maggie  to-morrow  night. 


I 

j  ear 


12th  RESERVE  BATTALION ,  C.E.E., 

ST.  MAR TIE’S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIIEE.KENT. 

October  25th, 1915. 

Dear  E&ther:- 

This  ie  Sunday  afternoon  and  it  ip,  raining  and  very 
uncomfortable  outside.  On  a  rainy  day  there  is  not  very  much 
to  do  around  here,  but  sleep  eat  and  read.  Things  that  T  have 
been  doing  to-day.  This  afternoon,  however.  Bud  and  I  went  down 
into  a  sand  pit  close  by  here  and  had  some  shooting  with  our 
revolvers.  A.f'ter  firing  about  eighteen  rounds  each,  we  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  it  wras  more  dangerous  for  the  innocent 
bystander  than  it  was  for  the  enemy  or  the  target.  Bud  had  a 
birthday  last  week.  Mrs.  Brown  wrote  to  me  and  said  she  was 
sending  a  cake  for  Bud.  Unfortunately,  it  never  turned  up.  If 
you  are  ever  sending  anything  to  me,  send  it  to  Mrs.  Scott  and  I 
can  get  it  from  her,  I  think  our  Army  Service  Corps  held  them¬ 
selves  to  whatever  they  wrant.  Cakes  or  apples,  I  am  afraid,  would 
never. get  through,  addressed  right  to  the  camp.  Although  we  are 
having  rotten  weather  to-day  we  are  quite  O.K,  in  our  huts,  we 
have  a  good  stove  and  our  batman  has  the  fire  going  for  us  every 
night  before  v/e  go  to  bed.  Every  once  in  a  while  our  lights 
go  out,  when  they  think  they  hear  a  zeppelin,  ana  then  we  have 
to  get  the  candles  working.  Just  at  present,  the  lights  are  out 
and  the  room  looks  like  a  blooming  catholic  cathedral. 

Thursday  the  Battalion  had  a  field  day  and  I  got  excused 
from  the  school  to  attend.  I  had  my  motorcycle  and  was  acting 
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as  a  despatch  rider.  Believe  me  I  saw  more  of  England  than  I 
thought  existed.  I  struck  one  little  road  wrhich  took  me  along 
a  valley.  The  leaves  were  just  beginning  to  turn  and  I  was 
getting  quite  enthusiastic  about  the  scenery  when  plink,  plunk 
some  of  the  enemy  started  potting  at  me  from  one  of  the  hills. 

I  immediately  dismounted  the  faithful  charger  and  crawled  into 
a  ditch,  in  order  to  check  things  over.  Another  time  I  was  up  a 
hay  stack  observing  the  enemy,  when  I  noticed  a  couple  of  them 
crawling  around  to  cut  me  off.  Then  I  had  to  beat  it  fast.  To 
make  it  more  exciting,  I  could  never  tell  when  the  old  machine 
v;ould  start  or  when  it  would'nt.  I  had  some  narrow  escapes,  but 
finally  ended  up  by  charging  right  into  the  enemies  main  body, 
much  to  my  surprise.  Of  course  he  captured  me,  but  as  they  had 
a  good  supply  of  apples  and  ginger  beer  it  did  not  matter  so 
much  after  all.  One  of  the  bo^s  went  lame,  so  I  lent  him  the 
machine  and  walked  home  with  the  Battalion.  He  thanked  me  very 
profusely  but  when  about  half  way  home  he  ran  out  of  gasoline 

andhad  to  push  the  blooming  thing  the  rest  of  the  way.  His 

remarks  about  me  and  the  machine,  when  I  got  back,  were  worth 
hearing.  I  .got  a  letter  from  Lindsay  Wright  the  other  day 
telling  me  that  he  had  enlisted  in  the  battery  down  at  Kingston. 

I  am  glad  that  he  is  in  with  a  decent  bunch,  but  I  hope  that 
they  don  *  t  split  them  up  and  send  them  as  drafts.  Jimmy  and  Porkey 
Brydon  were  over  the  other  night  and  I  believe  went  to  London  on 
Friday.  They  were  gazetted  as  2nd  Lieutenants  in  the  Ro^al  Field 
Artillery,  so  they  have  gone  up  to  take  on  their  new  jobs.  I 

think  I  will  go  up  to  London  next  week  end  to  see  them  and  also 

see  some  shows.  At  times  we  get  fed  up  with  this  place.  Tt  is 
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just  far  enough  to  make  it  a  devil  of  a  long  walk  to  get 
back  and  the  result  is  we  hang  around  here.  The  training  course 
is  coming  along  merrily.  last  week  we  were  all  out  digging 
trenches  for  the  good  of  our  souls.  Another  day  we  were  out  on 
horse  back  making  a  road  reconnaisance .  We  were  out  all  day  and 
were  out  by  Dover,  bub  did  not  go  in  the  town  as  it  is  under 
Military  Law  and  you  can't  get  in  without  a  pass. 

The  Globe  is  still  coming  along  and  I  keep  pretty  well  in 
touch  with  everything  that  is  going  on.  The  war  news  is  generally 
interesting.  Although  a  bit  old,  it  is  generally  news  to  us. 

The  people  around  here  know  hardly  anything  about  what  is  going 
on* 

Well  Father  I  guess  I  will  close  now. 

Best  regards  to  everybody.  God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice , 
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Monday,  Nov.  1st,  1915. 


Dear  Mo  ther : - 

Received  letters  to-day  from  home, in  one  of  them,  Rather 
telling  me  about  Harold  Rolph  being  here.  I  have  seen  Harold 
two  or  three  times  and  he  occasionally  drops  in  to  see  me.  He 
is  a  very  decent  boy  and  we  are  always  very  glad  to  see  him. 
last  week  end  I  got  a  wire  from  Jimmy  wanting  me  to  go  down  to 
London  to  spend  the  week  end.  I  went  down  but  missed  him  somehow. 

I  was  quite  sorry,  but  I  guess  I  will  have  to  arrange  another 
little  trot  with  him.  I  was  wandering  around  town,  feeling  very 
much  disgusted  with  life,  when  I  ran  into  Bill  Williams.  I 
had  not  known  he  was  coming.  So  we  went  to  the  theatre  and  I 
shared  his  room  at  the  Savoy.  Thus,  we  heat  them  out  of  a  double 
charge.  They  only  charged  Bill  and  then  we  split  it.  Believe 
me  the  Savoy  is  some  swank  affair.  We  sat  in  there  about  one 
o* clock  Sunday  morning  watching  all  the  fashionable  crowd  going 
home.  There  were  some  mighty  fine  looking  girls  there  too. 

Before  I  met  Bill,  I  was  having  dinner  at  Simpsons  and  in  walked 
some  American.  I  knew  he  was  a  Yank  the  moment  he  walked  in.  I 
was  so  darn  lonesome  that  I  nearly  embraced  him,  but  unfortunately 
he  got  steered  into  another  corner  of  the  room.  On  Sunday,  Bill, 
Harold  Storms  of  Hamilton,  and  myself  went  up  to  see  King  Eagers 
people.  They  are  expecting  him  at  any  time  now.  We  had  quite 
a  nice  time  and  stayed  for  tea.  Sunday  night  we  got  back  to 
camp  on  the  job  for  this  morning.  Just  as  I  was  writing  this  a 
big  parcel  arrived  with  a  birthday  cake  for  Bud.  So  we  had  quite 
a  little  birthday  party  in  here  to-night.  Pardon  the  pencil 
but  the  pen  has  run  dry  and  I  can’t  find  any  more  ink. 
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We  are  having  most  superb  weather  just  now.  Mud  about  3 
inches  thick  and  rain  most  of  the  time.  I  guess  winter  has 
started.  It  really  isn't  so  bad  because  we  shlosh  around  and  are 
quite  happy,  in  spite  of  it  all.  I  did  not  get  around  to  Scotts 
last  week  end,  but  I  will  be  going  up  again  soon  and  I  will 
drop  in  and  see  them.  There  has  not  been  any  zepp  raids  lately. 

I  guess  it  is  getting  too  late  in  the  year  for  them.  There 
really  has  not  been  much  doing  this  last  week.  I  am  still  at 
the  school  and  v/e  have  exams  every  Saturday,  so  it  keeps  us  rather 
busy.  Everyone  over  here  is  very  excited  and  shocked  over  the 
Cave 11  affair.  The  Germans  seem  to  be  able  to  do  the  right  thing 
at  the  right  time  for  cur  recruiting.  Tt  really  seems  strange,  but 
at  home  everyone  is  much  more  optimistic  than  they  are  here.  The 
trouble  of  course  is  the  censorship,  because  they  all  imagine  over 
here  that  the  worst  has  happened  and  as  no  one  denies  it,  they  get 
to  believe  it.  Still  I  can't  say  too  much  as  they  are  liable 
to  censore  our  letters,  and  the  least  said  sooner  mended  in  this 
game.  In  military  affairs  it  is  a  good  motto  to  keep  your  eyes 
open  and  your  mouth  shut.  One  sees  lots  of  Australians  in  London. 
Poor  devils,  they  sure  did  have  a  hard  time.  I  thank  the  Lord 
that  I  am  going  to  a  nice  peaceful  place  like  France  when  I  do  go. 

Well  Mother  it  is  getting  late,  so  I  will  stop  now. 

Best  love  to  yourself  and  all  the  family. 

Good  bye  and  God  Bless  you  all, 

You.r  losing  son, 

Maurice , 

Harry  Symons  has  gone  to  the  front. 
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Tuesday  Nov.  3rd*  1915. 


Dear  Father:- 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  to-day,  also  one  from 

« 

Frank.  I  am  mighty  glad  he  has  got  a  job  alright,  and  from  his 
letter  he  seems  to  be  doing  O.K. 

The  maple  leaves  you  sent  certainly  look  beautiful  and  remind 
me  of  the  point.  That  certainly  is  a  beautiful  place  in  the 
Fall, and  after  all  is  said  and  done,  I  prefer  Canadian  scenery 
to  any  I  have  seen  around  here  or  anywhere  else.  I  hope  Mother 

m 

has  quite  recovered  from  her  sickness,  the  olu  car  must  have 
bumped  around  a  bit.  How  are  the  Maltese  Cross  tires  hanging  out? 
Have  you  got  rid  of  them  yet?  Your  idea  of  the  war  seems  to  me 
to  be  about  right,  but  honestly  we  all  think  that  it  will  be 
finished  up  in  the  right  way.  Our  great  weakness  has  been  in 
our  senior  staff  men.  You  can't  make  a  tactician  in  six  months. 

I  am  afraid  that  is  where  all  the  bone  head  plays  have  come  from. 
But  we  hear  that  there  has  been  a  shake  up  in  the  batting  order* 
Just  like  Joe  Kelley  use  to  do,  and  I  expect  there  will  be  better 
results  soon.  If  we  had  the  Australians  along  with  us,  I  think 
we  could  make  a  clean  up.  For  some  reason  or  other  everyone 
around  our  mess  has  got  optimistic  as  the  deuce  during  the  last 
week.  Some  fellow  bounced  in  the  other  day  and  wanted  to  bet 
any  money  that  the  v/ar  would  be  over  in  jrarch.  I  think  he  is 
drawing  it  pretty  close,  but  I  hope  he  wins  big.  As  far  as 
recruiting  goes.  Lord  Derby’s  scheme  seems  to  be  working  fine. 

Of  course,  we  really  can't  tell,  but  I  know  around  Folkestone, 
there  are  not  very  many  eligable  men  floating  around.  They  are 
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sending  all  the  Canadians  that  are  coining  over,  to  Aldershot. 

I  don*  t  see  their  idea.  I  hope  they  move  them  down  here  and 
keep  us  together.  We  have  not  seen  the  58th  yet,  hut  are 
still  looking  for  them.  Jimmy  and  Porkey  Brydon  both  got  their 
commie0 ions  alright  and  are  now  2nd  Lieutenants.  "One  Star 
Wonders”  as  the  Canadians  call  them#  We  have  no  second 
Lieutenants  in  our  crowd  and  I  don*t  think  the  English  chaps 
quite  like  to  see  us  cruising  around  as  full  blown  Lieutenants. 
Of  course,  Jim  does  not  care  a  hang,  it  is  getting  pretty 
muddy  for  motor  cycling  now.  I  went  to  class  this  morning  on 
the  machine,  and  I  was  a  sight  when  I  got  there,  mud  from  head 
to  foot.  A  little  mud  now  and  then  makes  things  exciting.  My 
batman  nearly  weeps  when  he  sees  me  come  in.  He  works  most  of 
the  day  and  night  keeping  the  mud  off  me.  He  is  a  jewel,  stole 
a  bed  for  Bud  and  a  lamp  for  our  table.  His  only  failing  is 
that  he  makes  me  get  up  too  early  in  the  morning.  I  have  to  be 
on  parade  at  seven  so  he  pesters  the  life  out  of  me  from  six 
till  half  past.  When  it  is  raining  hard  I  don*t  have  to  go  on 
parade  until  nine,  so  I  make  him  keep  his  weather  eye  open.  The 
Colonel  is  sick,  just  at  present,  I  am  afraid  that  he  has 
pneumonia,  ire  nearly  died  from  it  last  winter  over  here  but  I 
hope  he  fights  it  off  this  time.  Major  Deeds,  the  second  in 
command  is  running  the  shop  now.  Tie  is  an  old  soldier  of  about 
three  campaigns  and  believe  me  he  hands  out  the  punishments. 

They  are  not  always  tempered  with  justice  but  they  have  the 
desired  effect.  There  are  no  monkey  shines  either  with  him  or 
the  Colonel.  I  shaved  off  my  mustache  the  other  day  just  to  see 
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how  it  felt.  They  raised  such  a  smell  about  it  that  I  have 
to  grov/  it  again.  I  hate  the  darn  thing,  but  as  the  King  wears 
one  I  guess  we  might  just  as  well.  The  King  had  rather  a  rotten 
accident  at  the  front  last  week.  They  say  his  horse  fell  on  him. 

I  hope  he  was  not  hit  witha  shell,  as  the  popular  opinion  is. 

You  say  that  you  all  look  forward  anxiously  for  letters  from  here, 
well  believe  me  you  should  see  the  way  they  make  a  rush  every  time 
the  man  brings  in  the  mail  from  Canada.  And  you  can  bet  your 
bottom  dollar,  I  am  in  on  that  rush.  Have  you  heard  anything  from 
the  University  about  my  sups.  They  have  not  let  me  know  anything 
about  them.  I  hope  they  come  through  v/ith  them.  Beastly  stingy 
if  they  don’t.  Well  I  wish  I  was  home  to  drive  you  all  to 
Woodstock  or  some  place,  but  I  hope  to  see  you  all  by  next 
summer.  Hope  so  anyway.  Heliare  Belloc,  the  great  critic  has 
a  hunch  they  can’t  last  another  year.  Heliare  Bellyache  as  the 
boys  call  him. 

Well  good  night  Bather.  Best  love  to  yourself,  Mother  and 
Gerald. 

I  remain, 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice , 
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SHORNCLISTE , 


Nov.  8th, 1915. 

Dear  Gerry:- 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  everything  is  O.K.  and 
also  to  let  you  know  that  Bud  and  I  are  off  to  the  front,  any  day 
at  all  now.  We  got  our  warning  the  other  night  and  we  are  right 
on  our  toes,  all  ready  to  go.  I  expect  by  the  time  you  get  this 
we  will  he  safely  there,  far  away  from  all  danger  of  zepps  etc. 

We  have  been  chasing  around  for  the  last  couple  of  days  buying 
everything  we  can.  lay  hands  on.  You  can  buy  anything  around  here, 
from  a  convertable  tooth  pick  and  nail  file  to  an  express  car. 

We  are  going  over  to  the  15th  Battalion  where  Bob.  Davidson,  Pete 
Campbell  and  all  the  bunch  are.  Bob.  Davidson  manoeuvred  it  for 
us,  and  I  think  we  are  mighty  lucky  to  get  back  to  the  48th.  I 

have  a  pack  that  would  make  a  mule  tremble  to  look  at.  We  are  only 

allowed  35  lbs.  to  go  on  the  transport,  then  you  can  take  as  much 
as  you  like  as  long  as  you  carry  it  yourself,  well  I  am  not  going 
to  carry  more  than  is  necessary,  and  the  result  is  that  my  35  lbs. 
has  increased  to  about  55.  I  guess  I  can  get  away  with  it  though. 

It  is  rather  a  rotten  time  of  the  year  to  be  going  out  but  things 

will  be  quiet  and  that  will  give  us  a  chance  to  hit  our  stride. 

Ted  Doheny  and  Max  Haas  called  around  yesterday  and  so  we  all 
went  down  to  Hythe  to  play  golf.  It  is  some  course.  I  found  all 
bunkers  and  where  there  weren’t  bunkers,  I  went  into  trenches  that 
had  been  dug  to  repell  possible  invaders.  Taken  all  around  I  had 
a  rotten  game  and  lost  a  lot  of  prestige  and  money.  A.s  I  didn't 
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have  any  money,  Ted  had  to  pay,  which  annoyed  him. 

Max  and  Ted  around  here  later  to  tea  and  after  tea  we  rolled 
them  hones.  Galer  Haggarty  was  also  in  the  battle.  Ted  sure  is 
some  hoy  and  I  laughed  till  I  nearly  split.  It  was  a  farewell 
party  and  as  everybody  broke  about  even,  it  was  a  very  successful 
one.  To-night  we  are  going  to  have  a  dinner  party  at  the  Grand, 
which  is  the  swell  place  here.  All  the  boys  will  be  there,  so  I 
expect  we  will  have  some  send  off. 

Well  Gerry  I  will  write  to  you  as  soon  as  I  get  over  there 
and  tell  you  all  the  news.  Just  at  present  I  am  pretty  busy  and 
have  a  lot  to  do.  I  am  wiring  when  I  leave  so  I  guess  you  will 
know  all  about  it  by  the  time  you  get  this  letter. 

Good  bye  •  Good  luck  • 

Your  affectionate  brother. 


Maurice . 
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POST  CARD 


Arrived  safely  in  Prance.  TTad  a  very  rough  passage  across 
the  Channel, and  had  an  awful  time  making  people  understand 
my  French. 

Maur ice , 


POST  CARD 

Some  voyage. 

Arrived  safely  hut  I  think  I  will  walk  home.  Was’nt  sick  hut 
mighty  near  it. 


Maurice . 


ALLIED  WITH  THE 
GORDON  HIGHLANDERS 


IN  THE  FIELD, 


BELGIUM 


With 

The  Season’s  Greetings 
and  all  Good  Wishes 

From 

The  Officer  Commanding,  and  Officers  of  the 
48th  Highlanders,  First  Canadian  Division 

Canadian  Expeditionary  force 


Xmas,  1915 


New  Year,  1916 
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Dear  Mother: - 


12th  Reserve  Battalion, 

Canadians » 

November  5th, 1915. 

Unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken,  today  is  your  birthday,  and 
T  certainly  do,  with  lots  of  love,  wish  you  very  many  happy  returns 
of  the  day.  This  morning  I  got  your  letter  and  Fathers  (0ct24.) 
and  needless  to  say  Iwas  delighted  to  hear  from  you  all.  I  don't 
know  whether  I  told  you  or  not  but  Harry  Symons  has  gone  to  the 
front.  He  has  had  quite  a  seige  of  training,  and  I  guess  they 
won’t  be  sorry  to  get  there.  I  paw  him  before  he  went  but  I  did 
not  have  any  chance  to  tell  him  about  your  cookies.  Father 
mentioned  in  his  letter  about  the  Brown  family  being  very  much 
excited  about  Mrs.  Scotts  letter,  telling  about  Bud  going  to  go  to 
the  front.  I  guess  you  know  about  it  all  by  this  time,  but  anyway 
he  did  not  go.  He  was  warned  to  be  ready  and  we  all  expected 

him  to  go,  but  the  warning  was  cancelled.  He  got  a  cake  from  home, 

for  his  birthday,  the  other  day.  It  came  late,  but  nevertheless 
v/e  enjcyeu  it.  I  am  awfully  sorry,  bu  t  I  am  afraid  the  apples 
went  astray,  as  I  have  not  received  them.  Our  frienas  the  Army 
Service  Corps  must  have  pinched  them,  because  they  did  not  arrive 
here.  Anyway  I  have  started  a  holler  sc  I  may  get  them  yet. 

As  for  Bud’s  cable,  I  never  saw  the  thing  bu t  I  asked  him  about  it, 

and  he  told  me  that  he  had  received  it  all  right,  why  he  didn't 

answer  I  don’t  know.  We  have  been  pottering  around  here  very  much 
the  same,  as  usual,  with  nothing  very  exciting  or  stirring  taking 
place.  For  the  last  two  or  three  days , I  have  been  acting  as  a 

witness  on  a  Court  Martial  on  one  of  fellows.  I  had  to  testify 

I  don't  know  whether  he  got  off  or  riot,  as 


as  to  his  character. 
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they  don’t  inform  us  until  some  time  after.  There  is  darn 

% 

little  law,  hut  lots  of  justice  as  far  as  Military  Court- 
Martials  go.  Anyway  they  are  darn  slow  affairs,  and  I  don’t 
want  to  be  on  another  one  in  a  hurry,  as  I  was  nearly  bored  to 
death  by  this  last  one.  The  weather  has  improved  a  bit  around 
here  and  it  is  very  nice  again,  only  getting  a  bit  chilly. 

They  are  building  a  lot  of  huts  around  here  so  T  expect  they 

are  looking  forward  to  housing  a  lot  more  Canadians  this  winter, 

Rob  Davidson,  of  the  48th  Highlanders,  is  in  England  again,  and 
he  was  up  to  lunch  to-day.  h©  is  a  very  nice  fellow.  You  might 
ask  Gerald  to  see  if  he  can  get  my  Sporran  from  Mr,  laidlaw, 
a  Master  at  St.  Andrew's*  I  sold  it  to  him  before  I  came-  away, 
but  as  I  did  not  receive  any  money  for  it,  I  would  like  it  back 
because  I  probably  will  go  to  the  48  th,  and  I  'll  wart  it.  Ask 
him  to  try  and  get  it  anyway. 

Sorry  to  hear  that  St,  Andrews  nearly  got  trimmed  by  Ridley. 
Tell  Dr.  *rac ,  if  you  see  him  that  they  have  to  show  a  little  more 

pup.  Well  Mother  I  hope  3-ou  keep  frisking  around.  I  ha  me  socks 

thanks,  and  I  don’t  get  wet  feet  because  I  have  a  pair  of  boots 
that  come  right  up  to  my  knees.  As  for  catching  cold,  everybody 
gets  a  cold  once  a  week  in  this  country,  but  gets  over  it  quickly. 
If  you  have  any  more  socks  I  guess  I  could  use  them,  but  send  them 
to  Mrs.  Scott  and  I’ll  get  them  from  her.  Otherwise  they  may  not 
get  here. 

I  think  I  have  given  you  all  the  gossips  around  here  now, 

so  I  will  close. 

With  best  love  to  yourself  and  the  rest  of  the  family, 

lour  affectionate  son, 

p  Q  Maurice. 

X  told  one  of  the  fellows  that  I  might  go  go  the  48th, 

Fpclosed  find  picture  he  drew. 
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12th  Reserve  Battalion  C.H.F., 

ST.  MARTIN  * S  PLAIN, 

SHORNCLIFFF ,  KENT. 

Lear  Father:* 

By  the  time  you  get  this  I  suppose  you  will  have  heard  all 
about  our  going  to  the  front,  I  am  sending  a  cable  in  the  morning 

just  be! ore  we  leave,  ana  I  certainly  hope  it  does  not  cause  you 

•  \ 

any  too  much  worry.  It  would  not  have  been  a  bad  idea  to  stay 

around  until  the  spring,  but  of  course  we  don’t  get  very  much  say 

about  what  we  are  going  to  ao  or  when  we  do  it.  The  fighting 

ought  to  ease  up  a  bit  in  the  winter,  which  ought  to  help  some. 

We  are  going  to  the  15th  Battalion,  as  I  thought  we  would.  It 

will  be  rather  nice  to  be  with  fellows  we  know.  Bud  and  I  have 

been  chasing  around  all  day,  getting  our  equipment  together.  It 

is  some  job  trying  to  figure  out  what  to  take  and  what  not  to  take, 

I  think,  however,  that  I  have  everything  that  is  necessary 

comfort  and  use.  The  Colonel  met  me  to-day  and  said  jokingly, 

’’You  young  rascal  I  did  nob  intend  you  to  go  for  a  while  yet.” 

The  Colonel  cf  the  48th  wrote  over  to  headquarters  and  asked  for  us 

as  we  were  originally  48th  Officers.  Bo  we  got  our  warning  from 

Head-quarters.  He  was  telling  me  that  he  had  received  a  letter 

from  Colonel  Chipman , ( your  friend  who  wrote  to  McLeod,  late  of 

the  net  New  Brunswick)  and  he  said  he  was  goind  to  keep  a 

fatherly  eye  on  me.  Colonel  McLeod  certainly  is  a  fine  fellow 

ana  we  all  thought  a  lot  of  him.  He  told  me  he  would  never  have 

let  me  go,  as  he  wanted  me  for  the  permanent  strength  of  the  12th. 

That  would  have  been  nice  allright,  bub  I  did  not  come  over  here 

to  stay  in  Fnglard  until  the  end  of  the  war.  That  is  what  it 
would  have  meant.  I  guess  we  will  be  all  O.K.  because  Colonel 


Marshal  of  the  15th  is  evidently  a  mighty  fine  man.  Now  don’t 
let  everybody  around  home  get  imagining  things,  because  if 
anything  should  happen  you  would  hear  about  it  at  once.  I  will 
write  as  often  as  I  can,  and  tell  you  all  I  can,  but  if  T  should 
skip  a  letter  or  two,  it  will  only  mean  that  I  did  not  have  a 
chance  to  write  it.  I  know  it  is  awfully  hard  for  you  all  at 
home,  but  I  have  every  hope  that  T  will  be  back  with  you  all 
before  very  long. 

Well  I  must  close  now  as  I  am  rather  busy  packing  up. 

Goodbye  and  God  Bless  You  All. 

Your  affectionate  son. 

Mau rice. 
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15th  Battalion  48th  Highlanders, 
let  Canadian  Division, 

British  Expeditionary  Force, 
Saturday,  November  13/l 

Dear  Father 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  I  am  O.E.  and  enjoying  life* 
At  the  present  moment, I  am  sitting  in  a  room  in  an  old  farm 
house  just  on  the  border  of  France  and  Belgium.  We  arrived  here  o 
Wednesday  night  after  a  rather  tedious  journey.  After  landing 
at  Boulogne  we  were  informed  that  we  would  have  to  stay  there 
over  night,  and  as  we  had  no  funds  it  made  things  very  interesting 
indeed.  However  we  shook  up  the  base  pay  master  and  relieved 
him  of  most  of  his  spare  cash.  Then  after  looking  the  town  over 
we  went  for  the  best  hotel  in  the  place,  realizing  that  it  would, 
in  all  probability.be  our  last  decent  sleep  for  a  long  time.  Our 
realizations  have  since  proved  to  be  true,  next  morning  after  a 
few  u«ual  delays  we  got  started  on  our  way  to  the  front.  It 
was  a  long  journey  and  took  us  most  of  the  day  to  complete  it, 
although  it  really  was  not  very  far.  About  six  o'clock  we 
arrived  at  rail-head,  that  is  the  farthest  place  where  the  trains 
go.  There  we  were  met  by  an  old  familiar  London  bus.  We 
climbed  in  arid  were  taken  to  Divisional  Headquarters.  After 
reporting  there,  we  were  again  shipped  on  to  Brigade  Headquarters. 
On  our  way  up  we  could  see  the  German  flare  lights  going  up  on 
three  sides  of  us  and  an  occasional  "boom”  in  the  distance. 

The  German  flare  light  is  a  wonderful  thing.  It  lights  the 
country  up  for  miles  around  ana  as  they  seem  a  bit  nervous, 
they  generally  keep  it  up  all  night,  thus  saving  our  fellows 
the  trouble  of  sending  up  their  flares.  After  reporting  to 
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Brigade  I.Q.  ana  having  go  t  some  supper  of  bully  beef*  tongue  and 
tea,  we  went  on  to  the  Regiment.  We  found  that  the  regiment  was 
«  trenches  so  we  stayed  with,  the  Quarter  faster  in  this 

old  farm  house.  Here  we  have  been  ever  since.  We  expect  the 
Regiment  out  to-night  and  then  we  all  go  into  billets  for  four 
days,  and  then  back  to  the  trenches  again  for  another  four. 

The  coun  ury  around  here  is  very  flat  and  .just  here  is  where  the 
Germans  and  British  had  a  devil  of  a  scrap.  The  Germans  passed 
over  here  at  the  beginning  of  the  war  and  were  driven  back  to 
where  they  are  now.  Yesterday  Pete  Campbell  called  around  and 
took  us  up  go  the  trenches.  It  is  quite  a  long  way  up  and  we 
ploughed  through  all  kinds  of  mud  and  wet.  I  had  on  a  pair  of 
big  knee  boots  and  the  mud  was  right  up  to  my  calf.  Just  as 
we  were  going  into  the  trenches  our  guns  started  in  to  roar. 

When  our  guns  start  at  first  it  scares  the  life  out  of  you,  but 
then  you  get  to  be  able  to  distinguish  the  sounds  and  the  boom 
of  your  own  guns  is  really  very  pleasant.  Then  the  Germans 
started  to  reply  ana  we  could  hear  their  old  coal  boxes  whining 
through  the  air  like  a  lest  soul,  but  when  they  hit,  you  knew 
that  the  soul  was  found  all  right.  The  Colonel  told  us  that  we 
were  not  needed  for  the  o resent  so  we  started  back.  On  our  way 
back  the  old  coal  boxes  were  still  whistling  so  we  had  to  keep 
our  ears  laid  back  for  them.  You  canltell  by  the  sound  of  them 
whether  they  are  coming  your  way  or  not.  If  they  don't  change 
their  tone  you  don’t  need  to  worry  and  if  they  do  change,  well 
if  there  isn't  a  convenient  ditch  to  flop  into,  you  need  not 

worry  much  either.  Nevertheless,  we  got  back  all  right  only 
darn  tired.  Mud  is  not  exactly  the  most  beautiful  thing  to  walk  in 
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In  the  farm  here  there  are  five  of  us  living  in  a  room  about 
eight  by  eight  on  a  tile  floor  and  good  roof  above  us.  We 
spread  our  blankets  on  the  floor  and  make  ourselves  as 
comfortable  as  possible.  Tiles  are  not  exactly  as  nice  a  bed 
to  lie  on  as  the  one  we  had  in  Boulogne  but  anyway  we  are  under 
cover.  Last  night  v/e  were  placing  cards  when  the  Bosches  started 
shelling  some  place  down  the  road  a  way.  It  just  sounded,  like  the 
exhibition,  only  every  time  they  hit  you  would  think  they  were 
shunting  on  the  G.T.B.  somewhere.  Just  at  present  it  is  raining 

and  sloppy  as  the  mischief  outside,  so  we  are  sticking  pretty  clog 

* 

to  our  old  friend  the  farm#  Outside  of  an  occasional  boom,  it 
is  really  very  quiet  around  here.  A  lot  of  traffic  is  constantly 
going  on,  moving  stores,  amunition  ana  guns.  Things  are  very 
quiet  up  at  the  trenches  and  from  what  I  can  judge  of  the 
situation  around  here,  the  Germans  are  darn  good  and  sick  of  the 
whole  business.  There  are  not  likely  to  be  any  big  attacks 
around  here.  We  are  in  no  hurry  and  the  Du  tellies  have  not  got 
the  inclination. 

Well  Father  thats  all  I  know  about  things  just  at  present,  so 
I  guess  I  will  close  now. 

Best  lc^e  to  yourself,  Mother  and  all  the  family. 

So  long, 

your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice 


15/ll/l5. 


15th  Battalion  48th  Highlanders, 

1st.  Division , 

Canadians , 

British  Expeditionary  Force, 
France . 


Dear  Gerry:- 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  what  is  doing  in  this  God~ 
forsaken  part  of  the  world.  When  we  got  here  the  regiment  was 
up  in  the  trenches,  so  we  slept  away  hack  at  the  transport  for  the 
night  and  next  morning  walked  up  to  the  big  noise,  she  was.  I 
thought  that  hell  had  broken  loose,  hut  it  was  only  our  artillery 
limbering  up  for  their  morning’s  exercise.  Their  was  nothing 
much  more  than  mud  to  see  that  morning,  p o  the  Colonel  sent  us 
hack  and  told  us  to  wait  until  they  came  out.  So  when  they  were 
relieved  we  moved  up  to  the  billets  where  we  are  now.  About  i  of 
a  mile  away,  there  is  a  little  Town,  very  pretty  little  place, 
which  the  Germans  take  great  fun  in  plugging  about  twice  a  day. 
They  are  at  it  now  ana  it  sounds  .just  like  old  Pop  Williams 
shoveling  coal  and  slamming  the  furnace  door  on  a  nice  cold 
morning,  about  seven  A.M.  When  I  get  back  and  he  starts  that  game, 
T  will  be'  ducking  under  the  bed  for  cover.  You  can  hear  them 
humming  for  at  least  six  seconds  before  they  hit,  and  then  you 
hear  an  awful  wallop  which  jars  everything  for  miles  around, 

Nobody  seems  to  pay  any  attention  around  here,  so  T  guess  you 
get  more  or  less  use  to  it,  but  hoy/  they  do  it,  I  don  *  d  just  at 
present  see. 

Everybody  around  here  seems  to  be  as  cheerful  as  if  they 
were  at  home  and  I  think  they  have  the  iaea  tucked  away  under 
their  hats  that  they  have  the  Dutchies  guessing.  They  are  a 


darn  sight  more  optimistic  here  than  they  are  in  England,  and 
are  fully  convinced  that  they  are  going  to  slip  a  dirty  one 
over  "between  now  and  Spring*  On  Thursaay,  we  go  up  to  the 
trenches  again  ana  put  in  another  four  days,  then  out  again 
back  into  billets  for  four  days  loaf.  Thursday  will  he  our 
lirst  regular  turn  in  the  trenches,  so  we  are  mor  or  less 
looking  forward  to  it.  I  am  in  No.  2  Company  and  Bud  is  in  No.  3. 
His  gang  go  right  to  the  front  line  and  ours  are  in  support, 
right  behind.  Nobody  worries  much  about  it.  Our  casualties 
have  been  very  light,  they  have  only  lost  about  13  men,  in¬ 
cluding  wounded  since  July. 

Well  T  guess  there  is  nothing  more  to  say,  so  I  will  close. 

Best  regards  to  all  the  family. 


Good  Bye 


Your  affectionate  Brother 


Maurice 


* 
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15/ll/l5. 


Belgium,  France  &  Germany, 

(God  Knows  Where) 

15th  Battalion, 

let  Div  is  ion  , 

Canadians , 

British  Fxpedi tionary  Force, 

France . 

Dear  Frank:- 

I  guess  I  am  about  as  close  to  the  bloomin'  Bosches  as  I 
wan u  to  be,  although  as  a  matter  of  fact  we  are  back  in  billets 
just  now,  about  four  or  five  miles  from  the  line.  When  we  first 
got  here  the  Regiment  were  in  the  trenches  so  we  went  up  to 
report.  On  the  way  up  our  big  guns  started  to  sneeze  and  believe 
me  they  gave  some  exhibition.  At  first  they  scare  the  ever¬ 
lasting  daylights  out  of  ;you,  they  make  such  an  awful  row .  pt 
absolL  teiy  sets  ever;,  nerve  right  up  on  i  i,s  two  feet.  Well  we 
were  introduced  to  the  Colonel  and  be  told  us  that  we  had  better 
go  back  to  the  billets  as  he  did  not  want  us  until  the  next  tour 
of  duty,  so  guided  by  Pete  Campbell  we  started  back.  I  dropped 

my  glove  and  started  back  for  it,  only  Pete,  who  was  in  a  devil 

of  a  hurry,  fold  me  to  never  mind  it  as  the  Bosches’  would 
probably  open  up  soon.  That  put  a  different  light  on  the  subjec 
so  I  toddled  right  along.  Sure  enough  on  the  wa y  dowrn  we  began 

to  hear  chem  whistle.  You  hear  a  hell  of  a  bang  and  then  a  noise 

that  sounds  just  like  a  motor  in  the  distance.  If  they  change 
that  pound  everybody  begins  to  look  for  a  comfortable  place  to 
die,  but  if  they  don't,  you  are  O.K.  I  stretched  one  ear 
listening  for  them  but  none  came  in  our  immediate  proximity. 

The  next  aay  I  went  up  again  with  the  provision?  and  very  much 
the  same  thing  happened  again,  only  I  notice  that  every  time  one 
of  theirs  flops  over  about  four  of  ours  go  right  back  at  them. 
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As  far  as  we  know,  we  have  them  guessing  when  it  comes  to  the 
artillery  work.  Our  fellows  started  in  with  a  great  big  12.5 
howitzer  the  other  day,  and  X  thought  they  were  going  to  bust 
up  the  whole  works.  The  trenches  ere  awful  but  we  have  one 
consolation,  the  Germans  are  just  about  as  baa  again  as  ours  are. 
They  aren’t  having  any  fun  at  all,  and  I  think  they  are  pretty 
nearly  sick  of  the  whole  works.  The  boys  are  really  fine,  up 
to  their  knees  in  mud  and  water  but  always  smiling,  hardly  any 
grouches  at  all. 

Just  at  present  we  have  the  R.C.F.  in  with  us,  learning 
the  tricks  of  the  trade.  To-day  ha?  been  a  lovely  day,  the 
first  decent  one  for  a  long  time.  They  were  flooded  out  last 
time  up  to  the  trenches,  but  they  stuck  it  ami  fixed  things  up 
again.  The  mua  around  here  is  wonderful  stuff.  It  is  neither 
wrater  nor  mud,  but  a  bit  of  both.  You  ooze  around  in  it  like 
a  submarine.  They  have  had  some  rather  interesting  games  around 
here  lately,  played  every  gambling  game  known  to  mankind  to  help 
wile  away  the  time.  One  night  I  won  beaucoup  but  next  day 
lost  it  all  again  with  four  francs  besiae.  As  long  as  they 
play  poker  I’m  there  but  they  have  my  goat  in  the  others. 

Well  Prank  I  guess  I  will  quit  now.  Everything  is  very 
peaceful  around  here  except  for  the  bloomin’  old  shells,  Se  good. 

So  long, 

Yours  in  --Kai-- 


Maurice . 
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Tuesday,,  Nov enib er , £3rd ,  1 9 1 5 « 


Dear  bother:- 

We  are  just  out  of  the  trenches  for  four  days  and  then  we 
go  hack  again.  I  received  a  letter  from  Father  and  one  from 
yourself,  ana  needless  to  say  I  was  delighted  to  hear  from  you® 

T  just  forget  the  date  of  it  hut  you  mentioned  about  Father  and 
Gerald  going  out  to  meet  the  58th.  I  also  received  a  letter 
from  Gerald,  which  was  very  funny,  X  got  it  while  we  were  in  the 
support  trench  and  T  laughed  so  much  that  the  rest  of  the 
Officers  of  our  Company  thought  that  X  was  crazy,  I  have  forgotten 
in  the  last  hunch  of  letters  to  tell  Father  that  Beauchamp  and 
Howe's  hill  is  all  right,  as  far  as  I  know,  hut  if  you  got  a 
detailed  account  from  him  and  it  looked  all  right,  I  mess 
every thingwou Id  he  0,K» 

This  is  certainly  some  life  out  here  and  more  or  less 
exciting  at  times,  although  X  will  he  mighty  glad  when  they 


aeciae  to  quit,  and  he  reasonable.  Just  at  present  our  billets 


are  in  some  old  huts,  in  a  wood  about  two  miles  from  the  firing 
line.  There  is  a  battery  below  us  which  lets  out  a  bellow  about 
every  ten  minutes  and  incidentals^  scares  the  life  out  cl  us  all. 
That  is  one  of  the  things  that  we  seem  to  have  plenty  of. 
Artillery.  Every time  Fritz  (the  Germans)  opens  his  mouth,  our 
fellows  roar  hack  about  three  times  as  hard.  The  other  day 
I  was  down  with  a  squad  working  on  some  dug-outs,  when  Fritz 
opened  out  on  us.  Our  guns  started  up  so  Fritz  shopped,  but. 
our  fellows  kept  it  up  most  of  the  day.  It  certainly  is 
awfully  encouraging  to  the  men,  because  up  to  date  the  reverse 
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had  been  the  rule.  It  is  a  pretty  rotten  sensation  being 
under  shell  fire,  and  I  don’t  mind  admitting  that  I  was  scared, 
but  no  more  so  than  fellows  who  have  been  out  since  the 
beginning.  There  is  no  getting  use  to  it.  Around  this  part  of  the 
front  and  I  believe  it  is  the  same  all  down  the  line,  Fritz  is 

beaten.  He  is  not  anxious  to  attack,  ana  is  figuring  how  much 

longer  he  has  to  hold  on.  We  have  been  having  pretty  cola 

weather  lately,  but  it  is  not  like  the  cola  we  get  at  home, 

it  is  too  damp. 

Just  a  few  minutes  ago,  I  was  speaking  to  Ken  Mar la  it,  he 
was  passing  with  his  regiment.  The  men  are  still  wearing  kilts 
but  I  expect  they  will  get  pants  pretty  soon  now.  My  chief 
ambition  just  at  present  is  to  have  a  bath.  I  have  been  in 
France  now  for  two  weeks,  and  I've  only  had  my  boosts  off. 
Nevertheless  I’m  not  lousy  yet.  Well  Mother  there  isn't  much 
more  to  say.  We  are  all  well  and  happy,  but  would  not  mind 
seeing  Toronto  again  soon. 

Best  love  to  yourself  ana  the  rest  of  the  family. 

Good  bye, 

lour  affectionate  son, 


Mau rice. 
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France  or  -nelgium. 


(Fob  quite  sure  which) 

November  24th, 

Dear  Aunt  Molly: - 

How  are  things?  Just  a  note  to  let  you  know  that  everything 
is  going  O.K.  This  particular  spot  in  nelgium  is  anything  but 
healthy  just  at  present.  They  are  having  an  artillery  engagement 
just  at  present  and  as  usual  the  Infantry  are  getting  it  in  the 
neck.  A  battery  of  howitzers  about  four  hundred  yards  from  u.s 
is  busy  messing  up  some  of  Kaiser  Bill’s  faithful  pups,  but  in 
so  doing  he  is  making  a  horrible  row.  Fritz  (thats  what  they  call 
the  Huns)  started  to  shell  a  road  this  morning.  Incidently,  I 
was  walking  down  aforesaid  road  and  had  a  very  uncomfortable  time 
for  quite  a  little  time.  Since  then  they  have  been  going  at  it 
hammer  and  tougs  all  day.  Outside  of  all  this  damnable  shell ihg 
this  is  quite  some  life.  Fverybody  is  disgustingly  healthy 
and  having  quite  a  good  time.  The  tour  in  the  trenches  is  not 
very  pleasant  but  we  have  a  little  time  out  to  get  over  it,  so 
it  is  an  even  break.  When  I  first  got  out  here  I  was  more 
curious  than  scared  but  after  I  saw  some  of  my  men  killed,  soon 
founa  out  that  sbrapnel  was  not  to  be  monkeyed  with.  You  can  hear 
the  blooming  things  coming  and  sometimes  you  have  a  chance  to 
dodge  or  crawl  into  a  nice  comfortable  hole,  but  other times  you 
can’t.  I  was  crossing  a  field  the  other  day  and  some  son  of  a 
gun  saw  me  and  started  to  snipe  me.  He  got  two  cracks  at  me  before 
T  k new  'hat  he  was  after,  but  when  I  realized  what  his  game  was 
you  could  not  see  me  for  dust.  I  slid  into  a  trench  and  nearly 


drowned  in  the  mud  and  water.  Anyway  I  did  not  give  Fritz  any 
more  chance  to  play  with.  me.  Well  Aunt  Folly  I  guess  there 
is  nothing  else  to  say  as  there  is  not  much  doing  here,  except 
lot  of  sniping  and  we  are  liable  to  be  here  for  some  time  yet, 
we  all  feel  pretty  confident  of  the  ultimate  outcome.  I  am 
not  sure  what  your  address  is  so  I  am  writing  to  Woodstock, 
and  asking  them  to  forward  it. 

Be  Good. 


Your  affectionate  Fephew, 

Maurice. 


ADDRESS : 


I i eu  t .  M . E . Male n  e , 

15  Battalion  (48th  Highlanders) , 

3rd  Infantry  Brigade, 

1st  Canadian  Division, 

British  Expeditionary  Force, 
France • 
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"Belgium,  Dec.  1st. 


Dear  Mother;- 

We  have  just  come  out  of  the  trenches  for  a  few  days  rest 
and  I  am  taking  this  first  opportunity  to  answer  my  letters.  It 
is  pretty  har'd  to  make  connections  on  account  of  the  letters 
taking  such  a  long  time  to  get  over  here,  so  may  "be  that  is  why 
I  sometimes  don’t  answer  all  questions  asked  as  in  some  cases  I 
don’t  remember  whether  I  mentioned  certain  things  in  previous 
letters.  I  received  your  letter  and  father’s,  and  also  another 
one  from  father  telling  me  about  the  University  affair,  I  will 
attend  to  that  at  once  and  get  it  cleared  up.  I  am  writing  to 
Miss  Martin  to-night  thanking  her  for  her  socks,  it  certainly  is 
good  of  you  all,  I  got  all  your  letters  when  I  was  in  the  front 
line  trench,  the  Germans  about  300  yards  awray  and  feeling  very 
sorry  for  himself  and  the  whole  business.  One  of  the  Canadian 
battalions  pulled  off  an  attack  the  other  night.  Their  object 
was  to  gain  information  regarding  the  enemy.  It  was  very 
successful,  our  fellows  cut  the  german  wire  and  rushed  through 
and  bombed  them  and  chased  them  out  of  their  trench.  They  took 
twelve  prisoners  and  then  retired  without  losing  a  man.  The 
Prisoners  were  good  enough  men  but  were  very  raw.  Evidently  they 
had  not  been  long  at  the  military  game,  and  most  of  them  were 
delighted  to  be  captured.  We  had  a  circular  from  Head  quarters 
with  particulars  of  the  whole  affair.  Their  clothes  are  made  of 
rather  poor  material  and  their  boots  are  poor.  They  complained 
that  they  were  always  cold  in  winter.  Our  boys  are  all  supplied 
with  big  long  rubber  boots  coming  right  up  to  their  hips,  and 
are  absolutely  the  best  equipped  ^orce  that  ever  took  the  field. 
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They  are  wearing  pants  now  instead  of  kilts,  they  have  rain  coats 

% 

heavy  underwear,  socks,  sheep  skin  fur  coats,  leather  under 
jackets,  mits,  rubberhoots  and  good  grub.  Where  they  put  all 
their  stuff  I  don’t  know,  but  they  do  it  and  when  they  all  get 
packed  up  they  look  like  a  Christmas  tree.  Considering  the 
surroundings  and  the  mud,  slime  and  water  in  which  they  have  to 
live,  It  really  is  remarkable  in  what  good  spirits  they  keep. 

The  other  day  we  were  in  a  trench  which  was  ---  well  we’re  not 
supposed  to  say  anything  about  it,  but  it  was  hell  itself.  We 
were  shelled  most  of  the  day  but  luckily  had  no  casualties,  all 
day  long  and  all  night  they  were  laughing  and  joking.  How  they 
do  it  I  don’t 'know.  1 1  is  wonderful.  As  for  myself  the  shell 
fire  certainly  got  to  my  nerves.  After  it  was  all  over  I  was 
trembling  like  a  leaf,  but  X  guess  I  was  not  the  only  one  &  as 
no  one  noticed  it  I  did  not  mind.  The  effect  of  shell  fire 
on  you  is  really  very  bad.  You  are  absolutely  helpless.  You 
sit  there  and  take  it  and  can’t  move  to  retaliate  or  defend 
yourself.  Just  trust  to  God  that  the  next  one  will  go  over 
without  hitting  any  of  your  men.  On  the  other  hand  every  time 
the  Germans  shell  us,  our  Artillery  shells  them  back,  and 
believe  me  they  do  give  them  the  deuce.  As  a  rule  they  fire  from 
two  to  four  times  what  the  Germans  do.  If  Fritz  puts  over  one 
he  gets  back  three  or  four,  so  he  is  getting  a  bit  sick  of  that 
and  is  not  shelling  as  much  as  usual.  Father  mentioned  that 
Gerald  was  liable  to  join  soon.  Tell  him  for  me  that  the 
aviation  or  the  Artillery  is  far  ahead  of  the  Infantry.  The 
poor  old  Infantry  don’t  have  any  fun  at  all,  so  for  goodness 
sake  steer  clear  of  it,  if  at  all  possible.  The  air-service 
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is  the  best  of  the  lot,  they  are  up  all  the  time  and  have 

a  rattling  good  time  of  it.  We  are  back  at  rest  billets  just 

now  ge  o  ting  the  mud  off  of  us  and  getting  a  general  clean  up. 

We  only  stay  here  a  few  days,  then  we  go  into  support  trenches, 

from  there  we  come  out  for  another  short  rest  and  then  in  we  go 

in  oo  uhe  ■  rent  line  again.  I  expect  by  the  time  you  get  this 

we  will  be  out  of  the  trenches  altogether,  quite  a  way  back,  near  a 

big  town,  for  a  two  weeks  rest.  We  will  be  out  for  Christmas 

and  New  Years,  which  certainly  will  be  fine.  I  think  the  parcels 

will  get  here  all  O.K.  and  your  address  will  find  me  allright,  that 

is:  48th  Highlanders, 

15th  Battalion, 

3rd  Brigade, 

1st  Canadian  Division, 

France » 

We  are  heaving  awful  rotten  weather  just  now  and  it  really 
is  no  joke,  this  winter  campaign  stuff,  but  as  we  are  not  here 
because  we  want  to  be  or  for  pleasure,  we  have  to  make  the  best 
of  it.  Please  excuse  the  pencil,  but  the  pen  ran  out  and'  there  is 
no  more  ink  in  the  place.  We  go  out  of  the  trenches  for  our 
two  weeks  holiday  on  the  23rd  of  this  month,  just  about  the  time 
you  will  get  this  letter.  It  will  be  a  very  nice  change  and 
everyone  is  looking  forward  to  it.  I  guess  when  you  receive  this 
that  Christmas  will  be  right  on  top  of  you,  so  I  had  better  make 
this  my  Christmas  letter,  or  on  second  thoughts  I  will  be  able  to 
write  one  more  before  the  Canadian  Christmas  mail  closes.  We 
were  all  very  much  amused  at  the  account  of  Bam  Hughes  speech 
in  Toronto,  especially  about  leading  the  Canadians  to  Berlin. 

If  Sam  started  to  do  any  leading  around  here  he  would  get  a 
push  in  the  ear  with  a  6  in.  Howitzer.  No  nam  isn't  particularly 
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popular  with  the  1st  Contingent  crowd,  although  I  think  he 
ought  to  he  given  a  great  deal  of  credit  for  what  he  has  done. 
Well  Mother  I  find  that  I  have  said  all  there  is  to  he  said. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  that  Prank  is  getting  along  all  right.  I 
did  not  receive  the  October  apples,  and  I  am  sorry  about  that 
cable.  I  don't  know  why  there  was  any  doubt  about  it,  but  they 
must  have  got  it  balled  up  somehow.  Don’t  take  to  heart,  too 
much, any  little  grouch  I  may  have  to-night  because  I  am  a  bit 
down  in  my  luck,  but  things  will  take  on  a  brighter  line  when  I 
get  some  sleep  and  get  jelled  up  again. 

God  bless  you  all  and  keep  you  all  safe,  and  I  hope  you 
have  a  very  Merry  Christmas  and  a  very,  very  Happy  rrew  Year, 
and  I  also  hope  that  before  the  pew  Year  is  much  older,  I  will 
be  back  home  with  you  all. 

Your  loving  son, 

Maurice. 

P.S. 

Don't  let  anything  I  say  in  these  letters  get  into  the  papers. 
If  they  did  I  might  get  into  a  row. 
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Office  of  the  University  of 
Toronto  Alumni  Association, 

Toronto,  Dec,  3rd,  1915, 


E.T. Malone,  Esq. ,  E.C., 

Queen’s  nark, 

Toron  to , 

Dear  Sir:- 

On  Professor  DeT.ury's  request,  T  am  giving  instructions 
that  copies  be  sent  to  you  of  the  recent  numbers  of  the 
"University  Monthly”,  containing  the  lists  *c  of  University  of 
Toronto  men  who  have  volunteered  for  active  service,  Tf  for 
the  future  you  care  to  become  a  regular  subscriber  to  the 
journal,  I  will  see  that  yourname  is  added  to  the  list.  The  ’’Poll 
of  Honour"  is  admittedly  imperfect.  As  far  as  publication  is 
concerned  ,  T  have  found  it  almost  impossible  to  keep  up  to  date 
regarding  promotions,  transfers  &  other  changes:-  so  that  in  most 
cases  only  the  original  unit  that  the  man  joined  is  recorded* 

This  is  so  in  your  son’s  case,  as  I  believe  he  is  now  with  the 
1st  Battalion. 

Perhaps  T  may  add  that  as  a  member  of  the  3taf^  of 

- 

University  College,  and  a  lieutenant  in  "B”  Company  of  the 
C.O.T.C.  T  know  your  son  well.  He  was  a  most  valuable  member 
of  the  Company,  and  we  were  sorry  to  lose  him,  but  that  is  what  the 
C.O.T.C.  is  here  for:-  to  lose  our  best  men  as  soon  as  they 


are  louna. 

Captain  Wallace  ana  T  will  always  be  glad  to  hear  any  news 


of  him,  and  wish  him  all  success. 


P.3. 

Tf  there  is  any  delay 
in  your  receiving  the 
copies,  will  you  let  me 
know. 


Believe  me, 

kourp  sincerely, 

G  .  0 s  wa Id  Smi  th  ♦ 

Editor:-  The  university 

Monthly, 
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Department  of  English 


Toronto,  Dec,  11,1915. 


University  College, 


My  dear  Mr.  Malone 

Mr.  Smith  has  «vown  me  your  letter  to  him  and  I  must  thank 
you  for  taking  the  trouble  to  send  us  such  a  detailed  account  of 
your  Son’s  experiences.  His  relation  to  Brown  is  surely  a 
remarkable  one,  almost  incredible  when  one  remembers  the 
influences  that  tend  to  breaking;  units  and  separate  friends  in 
war  time.  It  must  be  a  source  of  very  great  satisfaction  to 
them  both  and  also  to  you. 

I  know  hov;  hard  these  months  must  be  for  you  ana  how  your 
pride  in  your  boy  must  be  tempered  with  deep  concern.  And  yet 
it  must  be  almost  the  supreme  satisfaction  of  one’s  mature  years 
to  be  able  to  gi^e  to  the  service  of  the  country  a  son  such 
as  yours.  I  know  at  first  hand  what  a  fine  soldier  he  will  make. 
His  wonderful  personal  charm  will  stand  him  in  good  stead.  The 
man’s  seriousness  of  mind  and  the  boy’s  irrepressible  spirit  of 
fun.  I  can  only  echo  your  own  prayer  that  he  may  come  back 
to  you  safely.  When  that  day  comes  you  will  have  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  these  experiences  will  have  made  him 
a  man  of  larger  calibre  than  he  couid  have  attained  to  in  the 
old  peaceful,  hum- drum  world  we  used  to  know.  I  am  glad  to 
have  his  address  and  I  shall  write  him  at  once,  T  need  hardly 
assure  you  that  it  will  always  be  a  great  pleasure  to  hear  any 
news  of  him  .  Once  more  I  must  thank  you  for  your  letter. 

Very  Sincerely  yours, 

Malcolm  W.  Wallace, 


■ 


. 


■ 


.  - 


* 


' 


■ 


Belgium 6 


December  3rd, 1915, 


Dear  Uncle  Jim:- 

Just  a  short  note  bo  wish  you  and  Aunt  Ada  and  Dorothy 

the  compliments  of  the  season,  A  Very  Merry  Christmas  and  a 

\ 

prosperous  and  Happy  vew  Years,  he  yours.  This  wish  may  come  a 
little  before  Christmas  but  it  is  the  last  opportunity  I  will  hav 
before  the  Canadian  mail  close?,  as  we  go  into  the  trench  to¬ 
morrow  and  we  can’t  do  very  much  letter  writing  there  on  account 
of  the  water  and  mud.  We  will  be  out  in  billets  shortly  al ter 
you  receive  this  for  a  couple  of  weeks  rest,  which  the  boys 
richly  deserve.  They  have  been  in  the  trenches  almost  contin¬ 
uously  since  Yp res, and  it  is  about  time  they  had  a  rest  from  the 
guns.  They  are  all  in  good  spirits  and  very  cheerful,  even  under 
the  most  trying  circumstances.  The  weather  is  very  wet  and 
consequently  the  country  is  a  regular  quag-mire,  out  as.  tney  issu 
us  with  big  rubber  boots  which  come  right  up  to  our  hips,  it 
is  not  so  bad  in  the  trenches  .andbelieve  me  sometimes  we  need 
them.  In  our  last  tour  in,  we  were  shelled  rather  badly  on  our 
last  day,  but  very  lucky  and  got  away  with  no  casualties  at  all* 

T  have  not  heard  from  Jimmy  lately  but  ought  to  get  a  letcer  soon 
Jims  a  great  boy  and  I • m  mighty  glad  he  got  his  commission. 

Well  I  will  have  to  close  now  as  we  have  absolutely  run  out 
of  paper,  not  another  piece  in  the  camp. 

Best  regards  to  all  the  family, 

f 

I  remain, 

Your  llephew, 

Maurice, 


BELGIUM, 

Dec.  3rd,  1915. 

‘si 

Dear  Father: - 

Received  all  letters  from  home  the  other  night,  and  was 
delighted  to  hear  from  you  all.  I  wrote  to  Mother  last  night 
and  have  been  writing  to  Prank  and  Gerald  to-day.  The  weather 
is  very  sloppy  and  wet,  but  everyone  is  in  the  best  of  spirits, 
and  health.  Honestly  I  think,  and  everyone  here  thinks  the  same, 
that  the  Germans  are  licked  and  now  it  is  only  a  question  of  time 
and  not  very  long  at  that.  I  have  every  confidence  of  being 
able  to  drive  you  up  to  the  Point  on  the  24  th  of  May,  and  lets 

hope  that  the  roads  are  better  then  they  were  when  I  left,  and 

also  that  Bill  Hyslop  has  run  out  of  Maltese  Cross  tyres. 

Because  I  think  I  would  rather  walk  than  trust  those  things  far, 

I  think  I  mentioned  it  in  Mother's  letter  but  we  are  going  out 

of  the  trenches  for  two  weeks  just  before  Christ  mas,  and  only 

a  few  days  after  you  receive  this  letter.  So  we  will  have  our 
Christmas  dinner  in  Peace  (&  concord),  gaptain  Steve  Maybee  of 
the  Ontario  Club,  our  paymaster  out  here,  is  on  his  way  home,  and 
I  asked  him  to  look  you  up.  He  is  a  fine  fellow  and  was  very 
decent  to  me  when  he  was  here.  He  is  coming  back  again  in  a  few 
weeks,  so  he  will  have  a  very  nice  holiday.  The  boys  tell  me  he 
speaks  rotten  French,  no  worse  than  the  rest  of  us  I  guess.  They 
dont  let  us  speak  to  the  Germans  any  more  but  it  was  very  funny 
hearing  our  fellows  cursing  them  in  very  fluent  language,  A  lot 
of  them  understand  English  so  they  could  appreciate  all  that  was 
said  but  as  our  fellows  dont  know  and  wont  learn  German,  most 
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their  remarks  went  over  our  heads.  When  a  fellow  wants  to 
releive  his  feelings  now,  he  gets  his  rifle  and  pumps  about  five 
rounds  rapid  into  Fritz.  They  shelled  us  pretty  heavily  the 
last  day  we  were  in  the  trenches,  of  our  last  tour,  hut  we  were 
very  lucky  and  got  away  without  any  casualties.  The  Sixteenth 
who  releived  us  got  it  pretty  hot  the  next  day,  so  we  were  very- 
lucky  to  get  out.  We  all  wait  anxiously  for  Sam  Hughes  next 
speech  as  it  causes  us  all  a  lot  of  much  needed  enjoyment.  We 
all  try  to  imagine  Sam  leading  us  to  Berlin.  Probably  it  will 
be  to  Berlin,  Ontario,  or  even  Paris,  Ontario.  If  qam  would  only 
shut  up  he  would  be  a  very  efficient  and  useful  man.  He  should 
take  Colonel  Genets  advice,  "A  good  soldier  should  be  a  poor 
talker",  I  am  awfully  glad  that  yrou  met  the  Colonel,  because  he 
is  one  of  the  finest,  and  I've  met  quite  a  few  now..  It  must  have 
been  quite  a  sore  bunch  that  the  37th  were,  but  Colonel  Logie 
always  did  give  us  credit  for  being  a  better  crowd  than  the  37th. 
The  37th  men  were  all  right,  but  I'm  afraid  theyr  were  spoilt  by 
their  Colonel,  the  same  as  any  regiment  is  which  has  a  light 
weight  for  a  commanding  officer.  Believe  me  Colonel  Marshal  of 
the  48th  is  no  light  weight,  the  only  thing  the  matter  with  him  is 
that  he  is  too  darn  reckless,  but  he  is  very  popular.  He  won 
the  D.S.O,  at  Ypres,  so  you  see  what  kind  of  a  man  he  is.  It  takes 
such  a  situation  as  we  are  in  now  to  see  how  many  fine  men,  Canada 
really  can  produce.  On  the  average  the  c/o  (commanding  officer) 
of  the  Canadian  battalions  is  a  very  fine  fellow.  Of  course  there 
are  exceptions,  but  up  to  date  I  have  been  backyard  have  not  been 
under  any  of  the  bounders.  But  taking  them  all  into  consideration 
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Colonel  Genet  is  one  of  the  best  in  the  business.  Sorry  I 
wont  see  King  Eager  at  Christmas*  but  I  will  make  a  point  of 
seeing  him  when  I  go  on  leave.  When  we  have  been  here  three 
months*  we  get  a  week  leave,  which  makes  it  very  fine.  Bud  is 
still  healthy,  but  I  am  glad  for  his  sake  that  he  isn't  in  the 
German  army.  They  would  shoot  him  because  he  eats  so  much.  The 
state  would  not  be  able  to  stand  the  strain.  I  see  our  friends, 
the  Yanks,  are  still  doing  nothing.  The  Germans  dropped  a  few 
Yankee  shells  over  to  us  the  other  day.  Out  of  twenty*  two  fired, 
ten  were  bad  ones,  so  if  they  are  making  the  same  kind  for  us* 
we  had  better  find  some  one  better.  We  have  all  sorts  of 
amunition  now.  In  the  latest  report  from  our  front  the  Germans 
fired  some  five  thousand  odd  shells  and  our  batteries  replied  writh 
over  twenty  thousand,  so  that  goes  to  prove  that  our  friend 
Lloyd  George  is  right  on  the  job.  They  certainly  have  some  great 
men  in  England  and  seeing  that  we  have  made  all  the  mistakes 
possible  in  this  war,  we  are  due  to  pull  off  a  good  one  soon. 

Well  Father,  I  guess  I  will  close  now.  I  dont  know  whether 
I  will  have  time  for  another  one  before  Christmas  or  not. 

God  Bless  you  all. 

And  Merry  Xmas  &  Happy  Hew  Year, 

Your  affectionate  Son, 


Maurice . 


•  - 


Belgium* 


December  3rd, 19 15, 

Dear  Gerry: - 

Here  we  are  back  in  billets  after  another  tour  in  the 
trenches  and  mighty  glad  we  are  to  be  back*  but  all  good  things 
come  to  an  end,  and  we  go  back  again  to-morrow  night.  Our  last 
tour  was  fairly  quiet  but  the  last  day,  they  gave  us  about  thirty 
high  explosives  which  were  anything  but  nice,  and  we  were  darn 
glad  when  our  relief  came  in.  They  go  t  it  the  next  day  and  had 
quite  a  number  of  casualties,  while  we  got  away  without  any  at 
all.  I  mentioned  that  Fritz  dropped  over  about  thirty  but  v.re 
lost  count  of  our  retaliation  after  we  had  counted  up  to  80  odd. 
That  is  what  happens  every  time.  An  artillery  officer  came  up 
to  the  line  the  other  day  and  informed  us  that  they  now  had  all 
the  amunition  they  wanted,  high  explosive  and  shrapnel  and  were 
quite  prepared  to  give  Fritz  the  devil  any  time  we  wanted  them 
to,  and  they  always  make  good  on  the  statement  too.  The 
artillery  is  the  arm  of  the  service, in  my  opinion, and  if  X 
was*nt  in  the  48th,  I  think  I  would  transfer.  I  was  in  the 
trenches  when  I  received  your  letter  telling  me  all  about  your 
game  with  Doc.  Wood,  and  I  nearly  split,  I  laughed  so  hard. 

Steve  Maybee  of  the  Ontario  Club  is  our  pay  master,  and  he  knows 
Doc,  so  I  told  him  all  about  it,  and  he  chuckled  for  about  an 
hour.  He  is  on  his  way,  or  is  probably  back  in  Canada  now,  and 
he  says  he  is  going  to  look  Doc  up  and  kid  him  about  it.  I  can 
imagine  him,  Lord  I  would  like  to  have  seen  the  game.  I  also 
received  your  photos  and  I  recognized  every  bit  of  c-he  road. 
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lord  I  would  nob  mind  another  trip  to  Woodstock  like  the  last 
one.  That  must  have  been  an  awful  hump  you  gave  her  to  bust  the 
springs.  Anyway  it  helped  Bill  Hyslop  to  pay  Christmas  salaries. 
How  is  the  old  bus  running?  Any  more  knocks  or  scrapes  or 
Maltese  Cross  tyres.  I  guessyou  ought  to  have  gob  away  from  those 
things  by  now  or  has  Bill  still  got  you  where  he  wants  you,  and 
can  still  palm  one  off  on  you?  The  General  over  at  shorncliffe 
had  a  big  Cadillac,  just  exactly  like  ours  and  I  nearly  swiped 
the  thing  off  him,  it  nearly  made  me  home-sick,  because  the 
claxon  would  not  work.  I  don’t  know  the  reason  for  it  but  as 
time  passes,  around  here,  everybody  gets  more  and  more  optimistic 
about  this  war.  Head-quarters  sent  around  a  circular  (from  the 
war  office)  belling  us  all  about  the  interior  situation  and  the 
spirit  of  the  German  army.  Seeing  that  it  was  an  official  war 
office  document,  it  bucked  everybody  up  quite  a  oit.  They  tell 
us  that  without  doubt  the  Germans  are  finding  it  harder  uO  fill 
uo  their  losses,  and  even  we  know  that  tney  are  not  manring 
their  trenches  as  much  as  they  use  to.  Everybody  feels  that 
the  next  try  will  set  things  moving.  We  were  a  lot  nearer  to 
getting  through  the  last  time  than  most  people  believe,  and  our 
artillery  are  becoming  noticeably  stronger  every  day. 
out  of  the  trenches  by  the  time  you  get  this,  for  a  long  promised 
two  weeks  rest.  We  are  due  to  come  out  the  day  before  Christmas 
or  a  bit  earlier,  so  that  we  will  have  the  Christmas  and  New 
Year’s  dinners,  well  away  from  the  sound  of  the  guns,  thank  the 
Lord.  I  have  been  censoring  a  lot  of  Christmas  mail  oO-doy,  c~' u 
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it  really  was  some  job.  All  the  boys  were  telling  their  girl?  about 
their  hair  breath  escapes.  It  really  was  more  exciting  reading 
those  letters  than  seeing  a  good  blood  and  thunder  film  at  the 
Yorke.  Christmas  night  I  will  think  of  you  all,  with  the 
MacArthurs  in  a  box,  checking  over  the  latest  films.  Charlie 
Chaplin  is  all  the  rage  in  England,  and  they  can't  get  enough 
of  him.  Tell  Father  not  to  wear  his  hat  if  their  is  a  draft, 
in  the  box  on  the  left  hand  side,  because  J.3.  wont  be  able  to 
see  the  pictures.  Tell  J.3.  for  me  that  I  had  the  scare  of  my 
life.  I  lost  my  ring  and  had  given  the  thing  up  for  lost  when 
a  notice  came  out  in  Divisional  orders  stating  that  it  had  been 
fouhd.  I  certainly  was  glad  of  that  and  cant  imagine  how  I 
came  to  lose  it.  Anyway  it  shows  that  luck  is  with  me.  Bud  is 
still  going  strong  and  his  appetite  has  improved  a  trifle.  He  is 
Humber  4  Company  with  Pete  Campbell  and  Ed.  Bickell.  I  am  in 
Number  2  with  a  darn  fine  bunch  of  fellows  from  Nova  Scotia, 
who  were  drafted  into  the  48th  after  Ypres.  They  are  always 
joking  about  the  2nd  Division,  whom  they  call  the  "Lands trum". 

They  also  class  me  among  them,  so  out  of  it  all  we  have  quite  a 
jolly  time.  "Lands trum”  is  the  name  they  use  for  the  second 
division  all  the  time,  but  nevertheless  they  admit  that  they  are 
a  darn  fine  body  of  men. 

Well  Gerry  I  guess  I  will  close  now  as  you  have  all  the  news. 

Best  love  and  regards  to  all  the  family, 

I  remain, 

Your  Brother, 

Maurice 

Merry  Xmas  &  a  Happy 
and  Prosperous  New  Year. 
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Belgium,  December,  10th, 1915* 


Dear  Father: - 

Your  very  welcome  letter  of  the  21st  November  received  last 
night,  I  expect  it  was  delayed  for  a  few  days  because  I  have  been 
at  the  bomb  school  for  the  last  week,  and  it  took  some  time  for 

them  to  get  my  mail  to  me.  Our  course  is  over  to-morrow  and  I 

join  them  in  reserve  billets,  I  also  received  Mothers'  and 
Geralds  enclosed  letters  and  needless  to  say  was  delighted  to 
hear  from  you  all.  I  have  been  down  with  the  bombers  for  about 

five  days  now.  I  was  very  glad  to  go  down  because  it  is  a  nice 

change  from  the  trenches  and  not  very  much  work  attached  to  uhe 
job.  Last  time  we  were  in  reserve  they  shelled  us  pretty  lively 
so  I  was  not  sorry  to  be  away  from  that.  We  are  about  four  miles 
away  from  the  firing  line,  so  we  have  been  having  a  very  nice 
quiet  time.  We  go  into  the  front  line  Sunday  night  for  the  last 
time  before  we  come  out  for  Christmas,  That  certainly  won 1 1  make 
any  of  us  mad  to  get  away  from  this  mess  for  two  weeks.  I  was 
awfully  sorry  to  hear  about  Colonel  Genet's  injury  but  hope  that 
he  has  fully  recovered  by  now.  I  got  a  letter  from  Bill  Williams, 
one  of  the  Officers  that  came  over  on.  our 'draft,  you  know.  He 
has  just  been  married,  and  he  wrote  to  tell  me  all  about  it.  He 
also  mentioned  the  fact  that  the  58th  were  in  England  and 
encamped  near  Aldershot.  When  I  get  my  first  leave,  I  will 
certainly  drop  down  to  see  them  all.  I  noticed  by  your  letter 
that  you  we  re  *  n  t  sure  if  you  had  the  right  address  or  no  Yj 
have  it  down  pat  so  keep  up  the  good  work.  I  also  got  a  letter 
from  Cousin  Lou  to-day  and  it  was  a  ver^  interesting  lecuei , 
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telling  me  all  the  news  of  the  world,  I  was  sorry  that  I  dia 
not  see  her  when  I  was  at  Niagara,  hut  I  was  pretty  busy  just 
about  that  time,  I  don 1 1  know  whether  any  parcels  have  arrived 
for  me  or  not,  but  will  find  out  when  I  join  the  battalion  again. 
Glad  to  hear  that  Gerry  was  in  the  48th,  Tell  him  to  look  up  the 

sporran  of  mine.  Robert  Laidlaw  of  S.A.C,  has  it.  I  would  like 

it.  Ey  his  letter  I  was  not  sure  whether  Col,  Donalci  wae  going  to 

command  the  regiment  that  is  to  he  raised  or  not.  If  he  is  it 

will  be  some  crack  battalion  because  he  will  make  them  step.  He 
will  have  discipline  or  1*11  eat  my  shirt. 

Things  are  very  much  the  same  around  here,  I  have  been 
eating,  sleeping  and  scraping  the  mud  off  me,  for  the  last  week. 

I  have  been  very  grouchy  and  sore  at  everything  in  particular, 
for  the  last  few  days,  so  that  is  why  I  did  not  write  sooner. 

I  have  to  wait  until  I  feel  better  or  I  would  write  some 
Cssimistic  letter.  Sometimes  it  is  pretty  tough  work  keeping 
cheerful  with  mud  up  to  your  neck, 

Well  Rather,  I  guess  this  is  all  for  the  present.  I  hope 
you  all  have  a  very  pleasant  and  Happy  Christmas  and  a  Very 
Prosperous  New  Year. 

Best  love  to  Mother,  Prank  and  Gerald. 

Your  affectionate  son. 


Maurice , 


, 
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Belgium,  December  17th, 1915, 


Dear  Mother:- 

Just  got  back  to  billets  from  the  trenches  last  night  and 
was  tickled  to  death  to  find  all  the  parcels  waiting  for  me* 

And  we  had  some  time  undoing  things  and  seeing  what  we  had.  It 
really  was  awfully  good  of  you  all  and  the  socks,  mufflers,  cap  etc 
certainly  are  just  what  I  wanted  and  they  will  be  well  used  I 
can  assure  you.  I  wish  you  would  thank  Flla  and  all  the  family 
also  Mrs.  Brown.  To  tell  you  the  truth  it  really  made  me  quite 
homesick,  but  that  is  how  we  all  get  every  once  in  a  while.  We 
had  quite  a  rotten  time  in  our  last  tour,  but  all  rotten  times 
have  an  end  the  same  as  good  times.  Our  two  weeks  holiday 
unfortunately  is  not  going  to  come  off.  Some  of  the  new  Reg¬ 
iments  that  came  out  here  did  not  make  good  and  were  withdrawn 
so  we  had  to  stick  in.  It  really  was  too  bad  because  our  men 
have  been  in  the  trenches  almost  steadily  from  the  beginning 
and  certainly  need  a  rest.  It  was  disappointing  but  it  is  some¬ 
thing  for  us  to  look  forward  to  in  the  future.  The  weather  has 
been  pretty  bad,  mud  and  rain  as  usual,  but  they  tell  us  around 
here  that  it  usually  clears  up  about  February.  Well  we  certainly 
hope  it  does.  Bud  has  been  over  at  the  Brigade  boom  school 
learning  how  to  chuck  bombs  with  as  little  danger  to  himself  as 
possible.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  know. 

We  will  be  in  reserve  billets  at  Christmas  so  we  won't  have 

a  half  bad  time  after  all,  as  long  as  they  don't  start  shelling 

the  place.  The  cakes,  cookies  etc  certainly  will  go  good.  The 

vest  Gerald  sent  over  certainly  is  a  good  idea  and  it  is  some 
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trick  to  keep  warm  over  here,  and  the  vest  will  help  some.  I 
think  I  will  save  Fathers  gift  for  future  needs.  Tell  Aunt 
Gertie  that  her  gift  was  certainly  appreciated.  I  will  write  to 
her  as  soon  as  I  get  a  chance.  I  got  a  letter  from  Cousin  Lou 
and  am  answering  her  to-morrow.  I  was  sorry  that  I  did  not  see 
her  before  I  went  away,  hut  I  was  pretty  busy  at  the  time.  There 
does  not  seem  to  be  very  much  chance  for  an  immediate  peace 
but  we  are  all  rather  pleased  by  the  recruiting  that  has  been 
going  on  in  England. 

I  got  a  letter  from  Jimmy  Blackey  to-night  and  he  told  me 
all  the  news  from  England.  Jim  certainly  is  a  fine  fellow  and 
seems  to  be  right  on  his  .job. 

Well  Mother  there  is  nothing  new.  Thank  the  lord  and  we  are 
doing  our  old  hum  drum  tricks  as  usual  and  with  the  exception 
of  some  shelling  everything  is  quiet.  Well  Mother  Merry 
Christmas  and  Happy  Hew  Year. 

love  to  Yourself  and  all  the  family, 

And  God  Bless  you  all, 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

P.S. 

I  have  lots  of  underwear, 
socks  and  good  grub. 

I  am  all  O.K.  FONT  WORRY 
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Belgium  Dec,  18th, 1915. 


Dear  Father: - 

Your  letter  of  the  18th  along  with  Mother's  received  the 
other  day,  just  as  we  were  going  into  the  trenches.  I  was  cf 
course  quite  bucked  up  to  hear  from  you.  We  had  quite  a  rotten 
tour  in  the  trenches  last  time  but  when  we  came  out  we  found  all 
our  Christmas  parcels  waiting  for  us,  and  that  helped  a  let. 

X  am  glad  you  liked  the  cartoon  that  I  sent  over,  and  X  assure  you 
that  it  is  not  a  very  great  exageration.  The  shells  usually 
follow  one  another  over  as  fast  as  they  can.  Your  advice  about 
the  trenches  is  good  hut  the  last  time  we  were  in,  well  I  would 
he  ashamsa  to  call  it  a  trench,  hut  we  put  some  good  hard  work 
in  on  it  and  it  was  fairly  respectable  and  safe  before  we  left. 
There  was  quite  a  bit  of  shelling  hut  very  luckily  we  did  not 

have  any  casualties.  It  was  mostly  small  stuff  they  sent  over, 

! 

but  nevertheless  they  made  it  quite  exciting  for  us  and  we  were 
glad  to  get  out.  We  will  be  in  reserve  on  Christmas.  We  were 
supposed  to  have  been  on  a  two  weeks  holiday  but  the  Mounted 
Rifles  bailed  things  up  and  were  withdrawn  from  the  line,  so 
we  have  to  stick  in.  Poor  devils  it  is  rather  a  had  beginning 
for  them  hut  it  was  only  their  inexperience  that  caused  all  the 
trouble,  and  I  don't  doubt  that  they  will  make  good  if  they  get  a 
chance.  The  Canadians  are  doing  pretty  well  out  here  and  it  was 
too  had  the  Mounted  Rifles  messed  things  up.  I  am  sorry  to  hear 
about  Douglas  Ellis  and  it  really  is  too  bad.  A  lot  of  the 
younger  professors  down  at  varsity  ought  to  he  right  in  the 
game  instead  of  playing  at  it.  I  surely  was  surprised  to  hear 


about  all  the  run  away  matches,  secret  weddings,  falling  outs  &c. 
Young  Hargraft  has  good  taste  anyway  ,  at  one  time  I  thought 
young  Audrey  Chatterson  was  some  class  myself  but  I  wasn’t  very 
strong  on  the  tango  pink  tea  stuff,  so  I  was  left  at  the  post. 

And  as  for  Mrs  Dode  (Daud)  or  however  you  sepll  it,  well  I  guess  no 
one  is  very  much  surprised.  She  sure  did.  pick  a  lemon. 

X  have  Mothers  letter  before  me  and  Isee  that  she  wants  to 
know  all  about  what  we  have  to  eat  etc.  We  have  mighty  fair  grub 
better  in  fact  than  that  we  got  in  England,  but  nevertheless  X 
would  not  mind  going  home  for  dinner  to-night,  and  we  buy  any 
little  extras  that  we  need,  so  you  see  we  are  living, not  exactly 
in  the  lap  of  luxury,  but  very  close  to  it.  We  get  lots  of  under¬ 
wear  and  I  have  plenty  of  socks  and  everything  I  need,  so  there 
is  no  need  to  worry  about  me.  The  Christmas  boxes  were  fine  and 
all  arrived  in  good  condition,  the  biscuits  being  especially 
good  and  made  me  think  of  the  left  hand  cupboard  in  the  dining 
room.  I  have  not  seen  Harry  lately  or  T  would  have  given  him  a 
few,  knowing  how  he  liked  them,  but  unfortunately  they  are  all 
gone  now.  I  got  a  letter  from  Prank  the  other  day,  also,  a,nd  it 
was  very  amusing. 

Well  Father  I  think  I  will  close  now  as  I  have  a  few  more 
letters  to  write.  Best  love  to  Yorself,  Mother  and  all  the  rest 
of  the  family  and  relations. 

God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice 
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P.S. 


Your  letter  of  Dec.  1st  just  arrived  along  with  the  50  francs 
from  Uncle  Jim.  I  am  writing  to-night  to  thank  him.  About  the 
motor  cycle  Jim  might  just  as  v/ell  use  it  as  I  wont  be  able  to 
make  any  further  use  of  the  same,  and  I  don't  specially  need 
the  money.  The  address  you  put  on  the  letter  is  quite  all  righ 
The  c/o  Army  Post  office,  London,  Png.  would  get  me  even 
if  the  other  were  changed. 

With  Love, 

Maurice. 

This  is  the  third  time  I  have  finished  bub  have  had  to  open  the 
letter  again.  The  mail  keeps  coming  in  and  always  one  for  me  and 
By  Gad  it  makes  me  feel  good.  Just  received  your  post  card, 
Mothers  and  Geralds  and  am  tickled  to  death.  Gerry  must  fit  the 
Kilt  perfectly  with  that  big  "Novum  Rerum"  as  Caesar  calls  it. 

Tell  him  not  to  buy  swords  or  things  that  I  have  but  to  use  mine. 
It  is  raining  outside  ana  we  have  a  goodfire,  lots  of  straw  to 
sleepon,  a  gramaphone  going,  everybody  feeling  comfortable  and 
dry  and  homesick.  I  have  been  getting  the  papers  that  you  have 
been  sending  me  but  the  Globes  come  irregularly,  I  have  not 
got  their  London  address  but  they  are  being  sent  on  from 
Shorncliffe  for  me. 

So  long, 


Maurice . 


jj 
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Belgium,  Dec.  18th/l5. 


Dear.  Gerry: - 

I  have  done  nothin  practically  all  day  but  write  letters, 

Lord  they  have  been  pouring  in  here  all  day  and  I  have  been  having 
a  devil  of  a  time  trying  to  keep  up  with  them  but  I  am  afraid  that 
I  wont  be  able  to  answer  them  all.  Your  red  flannel  jacket,  I 
have  resting  quite  cosily  on  my  belly  at  this  moment  and  darn  glad 
I  was  to  get  it.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  being  too  warm  in  this 
country.  That  really  is  the  most  trying  part  of  the  whole  game. 
Our  last  trench  was  absolutely  rotten,  no  company  Headquarters 
for  the  officers  at  all,  and  the  result  was  that  we  had  no  fire 
and  got  practically  no  sleep  at  all.  So  you  can  imagine  after 
four  days  of  shivering  when  we  came  out  we  were  pretty  well  all 
in.  But  we  are  now  in  comfortable  billets,  at  least  they  seem 
comfortable  to  us  at  at  other  times  I  dont  think  I  would  have 
let  old  Pete  sleep  in  them.  Anyway  we  got  a  good  stove,  lots 
of  strawr  and  did  our  darndest  to  forget  that  there  ever  was  such 
a  thing  as  a  trench,  but  we  are  only  here  for  four  days  ana  away 
we  go  into  reserve  again.  In  our  last  tour  we  were  very  lucky, 
we  got  quite  a  bit  of  shelling  but  fortunately  only  got  two 
slight Mblighties M.  Two  of  our  fellows  had  gone  into  an  old  farm 
to  sleep  and  Pritz  shelled  the  blooming  place.  How  in  the  name 
of  the  good  lord  those  two  fellows  got  awa y  with  only  "blighties ” 
I  dont  know.  It  is  some  sight,  and  a  darn  fearsome  one  too, 
to  see  them  shell  a  place  and  especially  if  you  are  in  that 
place.  You  can  hear  the  big  ones  coming  across,  then  you  see  a 
column  of  smoke,  bricks  and  flame  shoot  up  and  a  perfect  hell  of 
a  roar.  You  cannot  imagine  how  a  human  being  could  survive  in 
in  such  a  mess  but  it  is  wonderful  how  few  people  get  hit. 
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The  other  day  they  plumped  two  big  coal  boxes  right 
1st  B  on  our  left.  T  thought  that  quite  a  gang  was  sure  to  be 
wiped  out  but  when  I  went  over  to  have  a  lock  there  they  were 
digging  for  the  shell  nose.  The  Canadians  are  the  greatest 
souvenier  hunters  I  ever  saw.  A  shell  no  sooner  lights  than 
someone  is  out  on  his  hands  and  knees  digging  for  the  nose,  not 
caring  a  damn  whether  any  more  are  coming  over  or  not.  But 
believe  me  there  is  no  getting  use  to  them,  the  more  you  hear  of 
them  the  more  they  get  your  goat.  When  we  first  got  out  we  were 
more  curious  than  anything  else,  but  now  we  know  all  their  dirty 
tricks  and  take  no  chances.  The  Poor  old  Mounted  Rifles  made  a 
ball&x  of  things.  They  were'nt  on  to  the  game  and  by  some  means 
or  other  the  Germans  found  out  that  they  were  new  at  the  game  and 
straffed  them  for  further  orders.  Anyway  the  C.M.R's  couldn't 
stand  it  and  had  to  be  withdrawn.  That  put  the  blink  on  our 
holiday  as  we  have  to  stay  in  to  fill  up.  Still  I  have  no  doubt 
that  when  it  comes  to  a  pinch  they  will  make  good.  I  have  just 
been  in  to  dinner  with  Bud,  in  his  Company,  he  has  just  come  back 
from  a  bomb  course.  I  was  there  for  a  whole  week  and  must  admit 
that  I  did  not  learn  a  devil  of  a  lot  about  bombs,  but  the 
commandant  of  the  course  and  I  had  quite  a  few  nice  little  poker 
games  in  which  we  managed  to  trim  the  rest  of  the  officers,  who 
were  with  us,  so  he  and  I  got  quite  friendly,  and  I  passed  out 
with  honours.  Don’t  go  buying  swords  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
paraphenalia,  use  mine,  it  is  a  pretty  good  one  and  you  might 
as  well  keep  the  sporran  if  you  can  get  it.  Old  Dune.  Donald 
will  be  a  good  Co.  and  I'll  bet  he  will  make  you  all  hump,  but 
still  he  has  a  lot  more  bark  than  bite.  Well  Bud  is  chattering 


* 


* 


. 


f 


. 

*  '•  i  •  ••  ;  •" 

. 


away  here  like  a  damn  monkey  and  I  cant  think  from  answering 
questions  so  I  guess  I  will  have  to  quit  for  now. 

Thanks  ever  so  much  for  the  vest  and  the  Christmas  card. 

Be  good  and  don*t  take  any  wooden  money. 

Your  affectionate  brother, 

Maurice , 


Merry  Xmas  and  a  Very  Happy  Hew  Year. 


Belgium,  December  18th, 1915. 


Dear  Uncle  Jim:- 

Just  a  line  to  thank  you  very  much  indeed  for  remembering 
rue  at  Christmas  time,  just  as  you  always  have  as  long  as  i  can 
remember,  and  it  was  mighty  decent  of  you  not  to  forget  me  this 
year  when  I  am  away.  The  money  will  come  in  very  handy  to  buy 
little  extras  when  we  get  fed  up  on  the  army  ration.  Bully  beef 
and  spuds  are  all  right  but  sometimes  we  get  sick  of  them.  Just 
at  present  we  are  living  pretty  high  with  all  our  Christmas 
tuck  on  hand  and  our  great  difficulty  is  to  carry  it  around  with 
us.  They  don’t  favor  an  infantry  officer  any  more  than  a  private 
and  what  we  have  we  as  a  rule  carry  on  our  backs.  When  v/e  all 
get  rigged  out  with  Pack*  revolver,  glasses,  coate  etc.  etc.  we 
look  like  a  Christmas  tree.  I  received  a  letter  from  Jim  to-day 
and  he  tells  me  that  he  is  taking  a  course  down  at  Salisbury. 

Tell  Aunt  Ada  that  if  Jim  doesn’t  take  chances  he  will  he  all 
O.K.  because  I  really  think  that  as  long  as  this  trench  warfare 
keeps  up  the  artillery  will  be  all  right.  I  hope  Aunt  Ada  and 
Dorothy  are  in  the  best  of  health  and  are  enjoying  life.  Things 
must  be  pretty  slow  in  Toronto  just  at  present, but  tell  Dorothy  to 
cheer  up  that  we  will  soon  be  home  to  take  the  girls  to  the  movies 
I  hope  Aunt  Ada  is  taking  in  tine  Yo rk  each  week  and  keeping  posted 
in  the  latest  Movie  Plays. 

Well  Uncle  Jim  I  will  close  now  as  there  really  is  nothing 
much  to  tell  you.  We  are  ploughing  through  mud  up  to  our  knees 

and  cursing  life  in  particular. 

Good  bye, 

Best  of  Luck  to  everyone, 

Your  nephew, 


Maurice. 
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December  17th, 1915. 


Belgium. 

Dear  Frank :- 

Your  very  welcome  letter  received  the  other  day.  We  were  in 
the  trenches  at  the  time, and  it  sort  of  cheers  us  up  to  get  news 
from  home.  I  was  awfully  glad  to  hear  that  everybody  was  well  and 
going  strong.  To-day  I  received  letters  and  parcels  from  home, 
all  sorts  of  things,  socks,  mufflers  etc  and  believe  me  they  were 
fine.  My  God  I've  been  so  blooming  home-sick  all  day  that  I  can 
hardly  see  straight,  but  I  expect  by  the  time  I  get  a  good  dinner 
under  my  belt  I  will  be  feeling  better.  We  moved  into  a  new  trench 
the  other  day  and  she  sure  was  a  bird.  Some  bunch  had  been  sitting 
there  all  summer  and  of  all  the  block  beads  I  can  imagine  they 
were  it.  The  trench  was  in  a  hell  of  a  state,  water  up  to  our  hips 
and  no  more  parapet  or  parados e  than  a  jack  rabbit.  Bub  we  have 
been  working  pretty  hard  on  it  and  have  a  fairly  respectable  trench 
nowr.  We  did  not  have  any  company  Head»Quarters  for  the  first 
couple  of  tours/in,  so  we  got  damn  little  sleep  and  it  was  tough, 
and  when  we  came  back  to  billets  this  time,  we  all  felt  like  about 
thirty  cents.  We  were  to  have  had  a  two  weeks  holiday,  right  away 
from  the  damn  trenches  but  the  C.M.B.  bunch  balled  things  up  and 
were  withdrawn,  so  our  poor  ola  boys, who  have  been  in  the  trenches 
since  Ypres ,  have  to  go  in  and  fill  up.  We  will  be  in  reserve  on 
Christmas  day  so  we  won't  actually  be  in  the  front  line.  I  have 
not  been  up  to  fighting  trim  for  the  last  couple  of  days,  but  am 
feeling  all  O.K.  now,  only  a  bit  down  in  my  luck  to-night. 
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Nothing  very  much  in  particular  has  "been  going  on  around  here, 
quite  a  hit  of  heavy  shelling  hut  no  new  movements. 

Well  Frank,  I  guess  I  will  close  now.  Best  regards  to  you 
and  Mih. 

Your  brother, 

Maurice , 


. 
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Belgium, 


December  2?th. 

Dear  Maw: - 

Received  a  flock  of  mail  from  the  gang  the  other  day-  One 
letter  from  Rather  saying  that  he  wanted  to  know  how  long  it  took 
Two  weeks  exactly.  Was  delighted  to  hear  from  you  all  as  usual. 
When  I  got  the  letters  I  was  posted  in  a  little  dug-out,  three 
feet  under  ground,  next  door  to  a  cemetry.  I  had  a  platoon 
in  reserve  for  a  few  days  and  it  was  a  bit  lonesome,  but  we  got 
back  to  reserve  billets  on  Christmas  Eve ,  and  got  nicely  settled 
for  the  big  feed  on  Christmas.  We  bought  a  whalloping  big  pig 
for  the  men,  he  was  a  beauty,  weighed  200  lbs.  and  costs  like  the 
devil,  but  as  there  were  five  of  us  to  split  up  the  cost  it  did 
not  come  to  much.  On  Christmas  Eve  just  at  twelve  o'clock  the 
boys  started  singing  Christmas  Carols.  It  certainly  sounded  fine 
They  sang  "Hark  the  Herald  Angels  Sing",  "While  Shepherds 
watched  their  flocks  by  night"  and  by  Gad  they  sang  as  if  they 
meant  it.  We  were  soon  brought  back  to  earth  however,  the 
Artillery  plugged  in  a  few  rounds  and  the  boys  in  the  trenches 
opened  up  rapid  fire.  It  certainly  was  going  from  one  extreme 
to  another,  Nevertheless  the  next  day  they  were  very  quiet  and 
did  not  fire  a  shot.  There  were  no  Christmas  truces  however, 
because  our  fellows  had  strict  orders  against  it.  -nevertheless 
a  couple  of  fellows  met  some  Germans  and  had  quite  a  talk.  They 
were  quite  willing  to  call  it  off  but  I  guess  they  don't  get 
much  say  in  the  matter.  We  had  our  dinner  at  seven  o'clock  and 
thought  of  you  all,  just  about  coming  from  Church.  We  certainly 
had  some  feed.  Here  is  what  we  had:- 
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Tomato  soup  (twice) 

Lobster  Salad  (once  was  enough) 

Chicken , 

Potatoes*  peas  Ac, 

Plum  pudding , 

Champagne  » 

G  r  ap  e  s  » 

Oranges  &c. 

Candies • 

So  you  see  we  did  ourselves  rather  well,  and  it  was  all  well 
cooked  too.  For  the  last  few  days  everything  has  been  fairly 
quiet,  although  the  French,  away  down  on  our  right,  are 
hammering  away  without  any  let  up.  They  certainly  are  giving 
the  Germans  a  lively  Christmas  at  any  rate.  We  are  to  be  in  the 
front  line  on  Few  Years  but  whether  we  will  hare  a  rough  passage 
of  it  or  not  is  rather  a  problem.  As  far  as  I  am  concerned 
they  can  be  as  quiet  as  they  like,  they  can't  annoy  me  with 
quietness.  I  received  a  letter  from  Aunt  Dora  congratulating 
me  on  my  promotion.  Unfortunately  it  wasn't  me  that  got  promoted, 
but  Willard  Malone  of  Owen  Sound.  He  is  in  the  Regiment  and  is 
an  awfully  nice  fellow.  He  is  a  Mason  and  knows  Father.  ^ I  also 
received  cards  from  Charlie  Snelgrove,  Gren  Rolph,  Len  Wright, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Wright  (they  sent  a  cake).  The  Kemps  sent  a 
box  of  good  eats.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.L. Symons  and  Aunt  Dora  and 
Miss  Goodeve  of  Woodstock.  So  you  see  T  have  had  quite  a  busy 
time  answering  everybody.  I  have  received  all  parcels,  socks  &c 

but  no  apples  have  turned  up  yet,  but  I  expect  they  will  in  a  few 

days .  I  was  awfully  sorry  to  hear  about  Gerry's  operation  and 
certainly  hope  he  will  be  in  good  shape  again  shortly.  There 

is  a  Malone  in  the  ranks,  I  don't  know  who  he  is  or  where  he 

comes  from,  but  Ihe  Adjutant  said  that  if  any  more  Malone's 
came  along  tfrey  would  have  to  change  it  into  a  Mick  Regiment 


and  Brigade  it  with  the  Dublin©  and  the  Irish  Guards. 

Well  Mother,  I  hoije  you  all  had  a  very  happy  Christmas 
and  I  sincerely  hope  that  the  New  Year  will  see  all  ohis  over 

with. 

Best  love  to  all  the  family* 

Your  loving  Son, 


Maurice . 


g  mi 
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Belgium, 


January,  4th, 1916. 

Dear  Father: - 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  knov/  that  everything  is  all  O.K. 

We  got  hack  into  Divisional  reserve  last  night  and  mighty  glad 
we  were  to  get  here.  An  extra  day  was  added  on  to  our  last  tour 
so  that  it  would  work  around  that  v/e  would  spend  lew  Years  day 
in  the  trenches  and  the  other^hattalions  in  the  Brigade  could 
have  their  festivities  in  reserve.  As  we  were  out  on  Christmas, 
it  was  a  fair  deal  all  around.  The  first  night  we  got  in  they 
started  in  to  straff e  us  and  chucked  over  a  lot  of  shells.  It 
was  a  new'  experience  for  me  to  get  shelled  at  night  and  believe 
me  it  was  rather  a  trying  one.  They  usually  let  up  when  night 
falls,  so  they  rather  took  us  by  surprise.  Well  that  started 
our  troubles  and  we  got  it  every  day  afterwards  regularly.  It 
was  the  heaviest  bombardment  I  have  been  in  and  it  was  anything 
but  pleasant.  Bo  we  were  rather  glad  when  ou.r  relief  came 
along  and  we  cleared  out  for  a  few  days  rest.  We  were  remark¬ 
ably  lucky  and  only  had  five  fellows  slightly  wounded.  At  times 
I  thought  there  was  more  than  luck  with  us.  At  least  six  times 
shells  struck  the  parapet  in  front  of  our  dug  out  and  rocked 
us  like  a  boat,  but  they  failed  to  explode.  The  Germans  as 
usual  got  a  lot  more  than  they  gave,  as  our  artillery  were  right 
on  the  job,  and  were  drifting  them  back  in  great  shape.  Well 
enough  of  the  war.  I  see  by  the  paper  that  the  Germans 
murdered  the  Yankee  Consul.  I  dont  expect  that  will  make  any 
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. 


. 


difference  to  Wilson,  The  Yanks  are  too  far  gone  to  do  any¬ 
thing  now  hut  talk,  I  got  a  parcel  from  Aunt  Maggie  and  Aunt 
Nellie  with  lots  of  good  stuff  to  eat,  also  a  letter  from  the 
Massey-Harris  representative,  in  London,  saying  that  Mr. 

Findley  had  instructed  him  to  send  a  parcel  of  hooks  and 
magazines  to  me.  They  certainly  will  he  welcome  as  we  read 
pretty  nearly  everything  we  get  our  hands  on.  The  Toronto 
papers  certainly  are  always  welcome,  and  we  get  them  quite 
frequently.  While  we  were  in  the  trenches  I  received  a  note  from 
Brigadier-General  Rennie  saying  that  he  would  like  to  see  me. 

When  I  got  out  I  telephoned  him  and  will  prohahly  go  over  to 
see  him  on  Sunday.  He  was  asking  after  you  and  wished  to  he 
remembered  to  you  and  asked  me  how  X  liked  it,  I  told  him  I 
thought  they  v/ere  a  hit  rough  at  times,  for  my  liking.  To-morrow 
an  officer  from  each  company  starts  out  on  an  instructional 
course  just  so  we  wont  forget  all  about  open  war-fare.  We 
will  he  away  for  two  weeks  so  that  will  he  a  mighty  nice  rest 
from  the  trenches  and  that  is  always  very  acceptable.  I  was  in 
at  Bud’s  company  for  dinner  to-night  andJwe  had  quite  an  agreeable 
time.  I  see  quite  a  lot  of  Bud  when  we  are  in  reserve  hut 
naturally  when  we  are  in  the  line  you  dont  see  very  much  of 
anybody.  I  received  your  letter  with  the  clippings  and  noticed 
Harry  Symons  letter  to  Monk  Hargraft.  Harry  has  the  right  idea 
hut  it  is  rather  a  pity  the  rest  of  the  Mounted  Rifle  Regiments 
did  not  carry  it  out.  I  have  only  seen  him  once  as  they  are 
farther  north  than  v/e  are.  I  am  going  to  take  a  chance  on 
the  Censor.  We  are  right  in  front  of  the  Town  ofjMessines, 
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which  is  held  by  the  Germans.  I  have  not  received  the  apples 
yet  and  am  anxiously  looking  forward  to  them.  They  probably  are 
held  up  by  the  heavy  mail  and  will  be  along  soon  now.  To-day  I 
received  a  letter  from  Capt.  Wallace,  my  old  company  commander , 
in  the  O.T.C.  He  told  me  all  the  news  of  Varsity  and  what 
everybody  was  doing.  I  answered  his  letter  to-night.  Helen 
Brown  sent  me  a  dandy  pair  of  socks, also  a  parcel  with  something 
to  eat.  Its  eaten  now  and  I  just  forget  what  it  was.  I  received 
such  a  lot  of  things  it  is  hard  to  remember  what  every  person 
sent  me.  I  will  probably  get  a  pass  to  England  in  another 
month  or  less,  which  certainly  will  be  a  welcome  thing.  I  will 
have  to  do  a  lot  of  going  to  do  everything  I  want  to  there. 

The  weather  is  improving  now  but  there  has  been  very  high  winds 
lately  which  has  delayed  mails  etc,  bub  certainly  has  cleared 
up  a  lot  of  mud.  It  is  roaring  out  to-night  and  if  I  could  only 
hear  some  waves  it  would  remind  me  of  Jackson's  Point.  Len 
Wright  made  a  mistake  in  not  taking  the  chance  of  a  commission, 
when  you  get  out  here  its  not  what  you  were  at  home  but  what  you 
are  here.  To  a  commanding  officer  all  Hon-  corns,  and  privates 
look  alike,  but  I  suppose  Len  did  not  want  to  leave  all  his 
friends.  I  think  he  was  a  wise  boy  to  pick  out  the  Artillery, 

because  the  Infantry  are  the  ones  to  suffer  in  this  game  and  I 

would  not  mind  being  a  general  or  somesuch  cushy  job  myself.  I 
think  I  will  have  to  close  now  as  I  have  to  pack  up  and  be  ready 

to  be  on  the  move  by  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning.  When  I  get 

my  blankets  in  my  pack  and  all  my  accutrements  on,  I  look  like  a 
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blooming  pack  mule  ana  feel  like  it  too.  This  life  out  here 
just  seems  like  one  damn  move  after  another.  You  no  sooner 
get  settled  down  than,  load  up  and  away  we  go  again.  It  is 
remarkable  how  few  things  you  find  are  necessary  after  packing 
a  load  for  about  six  miles  or  so. 

Well  Pather  be  good,  dont  wo rk  to  hard. 

Best  love  to  yourself,  Mother,  Gerald,  Prank  and  everybody. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 


I  suppose  Gerry  is  well  on  with  his  course  by  this  time. 


.... 
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15th  Battalion, 

1st  Canadian  Division, 

British  Expeditionary  Force, 

France , 

SOMEWHERE  IN  ;  Belgium, 

ee^uawy. 


12- 1-16. 

Dear  Mother:- 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  everything  is  still  O.K.  and 
going  along  fine.  I  am  at  present  putting  in  a  couple  of  weeks  on  a 
"refresher  course",  so  I  won’t  forget  all  I  ever  learned.  They  expect 
that  the  war  will  open  out  in  the  spring  so  they  send  us  on  these 
courses  to  brush  up  our  knowledge  of  military  movements.  The  other 
night  I  received  a  batch  of  mail  from  home,  also  a  parcel  with  socks 
and  handkerchiefs  in  it,  which  needless  to  say,  are  always  welcome. 

I  just  forget  the  dates  of  the  letters  I  received,  but  there  was  one 
from  Father,  Yourself  and  Gerald,  (whose  poetry  certainly  was  fine). 

It  is  still  very  muddy  and  the  weather  is  anything  but  fine, 
nevertheless  things  are  really  improving  and  I  believe  the  worst  of 
the  winter  is  over.  The  last  two  days  have  really  been  grand,  just 
like  an  April  day  at  home,  sun  shining  and  making  everybody  ever  so 
much  chirpier.  The  other  day  I  received  a  note  from  Brigadier- 
General  Bennie  telling  me  that  he  would  be  very  pleased  to  see  me. 

So  yesterday  I  started  out  and  after  covering  most  of  Belgium,  most 
of  which  was  on  my  boots,  I  arrived.  I  found  him  in  a  little  Village 
and  spent  a  very  pleasant  evening.  I  stayed  for  tea  and  dinner  and 
had  quite  a  chat.  He  is  in  very  comfortable  billets  and  it  was  the 
first  time  I  really  felt  civilized  since  I  came  out  here,  h©  was 
very  very  nice  to  me  and  I  really  hated  to  leave.  He  wished  to  be 
remembered  to  Father  and  was  talking  Masonic  affairs  with  me  and  all 
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about  when  I  would  join*  I  told  him  I  would  he  of  age  in  April, 
hut  he  advised  me  to  wait  until  I  got  home*  By  Gad  if  I  ever 
have  the  luck  to  land  a  staff  joh,  I  would  he  in  right  hut 
there  is  no  chance  of  things  like  that  happening  out  here.  Just 
at  present  Bud’s  company  is  in  the  trenches  hut  will  he  out  to¬ 
morrow  night.  By  being  on  this  course  I  miss  one  tour  in,  hut 
that  certainly  does  not  worry  me  very  much.  That  is  the 
rotcenest  time  of  it  out  here.  The  time  you  spent  in  the  front 
line.  The  rest  of  the  time  when  you  are  in  reserve  really  is  not 
so  had.  You  get  shelled  occasionally  hut  that  is  not  as  had  as 
all  the  time.  I  received  a  package  from  the  LeVans  of  Woodstock 
with  some  grub,  candies  for  me,  which  was  very  nice  indeed  of 
them  and  I  certainly  enjoyed  them.  I  ought  to  he  going  on  leave 
in  a  couple  of  weeks.  That  will  mean  a  whole  week  in  London,  which 
helps  a  lot.  I  don’t  know  when  we  will  he  going  out  of  the  line 
for  our  long  promised  rest,  hut  it  ought  to  he  around  the  first 
of  February.  Nevertheless ,  we  more  or  less,  doubt  rumours  we 
hear  on  that  subject  after  being  disappointed  so  often. 

I  hope  Gerry’s  insides  are  all  O.K.  by  now,  hut  he  will 
have  to  cut  out  the  strenuous  life  for  a  few  weeks.  If  I  get 
over  to  England  I  will  have  to  look  up  the  58th  and  see  how  they 
are  all  getting  along.  I  guess  I  will  have  to  look  up  Mrs.  Scott 
as  well,  and  stay  a  couple  of  days.  Lord  I  don’t  know  how  I  will 
ever  get  hack  to  France  again  after  being  civilized  for  a  whole 
week.  Last  night  I  was  wakened  by  an  awful  roar  of  guns.  The 
Germans  started  something  and  our  guns  caught  them  at  it,  hut  it 
sure  was  an  awful  row. 
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The  St#  Andrews  College  Review  came  in  yesterday,  also  a  Sunday 
World  and  Star  Weekly,  and  I  certainly  did  read  them,  advertisements 
and  all#  Bud  is  looking  very  well  and  keeping  fit#  It  really 
is  remarkable  how  well  you  feel  out  here.  You  can  he  v/et  through 
for  three  or  four  days  and  after  you  get  into  dry  clothes  you 
feel  fine,  not  even  a  cold#  The  country  right  around  here  is  very 
very  pretty.  Just  at  present  we  are  on  the  top  of  a  hill  which 
overlooks  the  country  for  miles,  and  one  can  readily  understand 
why  it  is  la  Belle  Prance.  My  French  is  as  usual  rotten,  hut 
as  all  the  store  keepers  talk  English  it  really  does  not  matter. 

It  is  hard  to  realize  that  I  am  in  Prance  because  it  is  very 
very  seldom  that  you  hear  French  spoken.  The  people  seem  to  be 
very  very  religious,  one  sees  crucifixes  and  churches  where  ever 
one  goes.  A.bout  300  yds  from  here,  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  is 
an  immense  crucifix  which  can  be  seen  a  long  distance  away. 

For  some  reason  or  other  the  Germans  have  neglected  to  shell  it, 
but  I  suppose  they  would  if  they  knew  of  such  things. 

Well,  Mother  I  guess  I  will  close  now  as  I  have  to  get  to 
bed.  We  have  to  get  up  pretty  early  so  we  turn  in  about  9# 30 
at  night.  I  am  about  to  celebrate  my  3rd  bath  very  shortly# 

Eest  love  to  Yourself  and  everybody, 

I  remain. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 
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Thursday,  Jan.  15,1916. 


Dear  Father 

Just  received  your  letter  to-day  dated  December  the  26th, 
also  letters  from  Mother  and  Gerald  enclosed,  and  was  very  much 
interested  in  the  news  of  the  Town  and  of  you  all.  You 
evidently  must  have  had  some  feed  on  Christmas  day,  and  it  is 
to  be  hoped  that  you  all  took  abs&c  pills  afterwards  for  the 
good  of  your  health.  Out  here  when  we  overeat,  and  sometimes 
we  have  the  opportunity,  they  give  us  "2*0.93"  which  are  called 
"little  dynamite  pills"  guaranteed  to  move  the  Hock  of  Gibralter. 
Just  at  present  we  are  seated,  about  five  of  us,  in  a  canvas 
but  with  a  nice  warm  oil  stove  working  overtime.  So  we  all  feel 
quite  cheerful.  It  is  only  when  we  are  wet  and  chilly  that  we 
get  grouchy,  and  "Fed  up".  I  noticed  that  in  your  letter  you 
expected  us  to  be  out  of  the  line  for  Christmas.  Unfortunately 
it  did  not  come  off  as  I  think  I  mentioned  before.  But  I  believe 
we  go  out  about  the  first  of  February  or  around  that  date.  I 
mentioned  in  the  letter  I  wrote  to  Mother  that  I  had  been  over  to 
see  Brigadier-General  Rennie.  He  wished  to  be  remembered  to 
you  and  was  looking  in  the  best  of  health.  He  has  the  6th 
Brigade,  Second  Division,  which  is  composed  of  the  troops  that 
were  in  Toronto  last  winter.  So  he  has  a  mighty  good  crowd  under 
him.  Lately,  I  have  run  across  quite  a  number  of  University 
fellows  and  it  certainly  is  nice  to  meet  them.  My  year,  at  the 
University,  sent  me  a  box  of  cigarettes,  chiclets  Ac,  which  was 
very  thoughtful  of  them.  Mr.  Findlay,  through  the  Massey-Harris 
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agency  sent  along  a  big  parcel  cf  magazines  *  which  the  boys  are 
busily  engaged  in  reading  at  the  present  moment,  I  have  not 
seen  anything  of  Harry  Symons  lately,  but  I  believe  he  has 
landed  some  sort  of  a  staff  job#  Lucky  boy  if  he  has,  because 
he  will  have  a  very  fine  time  of  it  and  live  quite  decently 
as  well.  Everything  is  just  about  the  same  out  here.  We  are 
"marking  time"  until  the  Spring,  then  we  are  led  to  believe 
the  fire  works  will  start,  and  everybody  is  pretty  confident 
that  we* 11  bust  the  works  then.  . 

We  had  a  lecture  from  an  Artillery  Officer  the  other  night 
and  he  seemed  quite  confident  that  he  could  blow  the  daylights 
out  of  anything  that  walks.  There  is  a  Major  out  here,  in  the 
flying  corps,  who  is  called  "The  Mad  Major",  in  fact  he  is 
kind  of  a  myth,  but  we  hear  some  of  the  most  exciting  tales  about 
him#  Most  of  them  are  true,  but  of  course  some  are  not.  He  is 
rather  a  "Captain  Kettle"  and  is  constant  worry  to  the  Germans, 
who  I  believe  have  put  a  price  on  his  head.  He  goes  out  and 
does  some  of  the  most  daring  things  you  ever  heard  of.  There 
is  a  story  about  him  down  at  Ypres.  He  was  practically  caught. 
Driven  down  by  anti-aircraft  guns  and  aeroplanes.  He  pretended  to 
surrender,  swooped  down  over  the  German  trench,  and  then  skipped 
up  again  and  made  a  clean  get  away. 

I  have  not  seen  Bud  for  about  a  week  now,  but  will  see  him 
when  we  get  back  to  the  huts,  in  divisional  reserve  again.  We 
expect  to  get  leave  in  a  few  weeks  which  will  mean  a  whole  week 
in  London  with  no  shells  to  worry  us,  nor  no  snipers.  I  don’t 
know  exactly  when  it  will  be  but  will  write  and  let  you  know 
when  we  start  on  our  vra,y.  The  weather  isstill  horribly  sloppy, 
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no  snow,  but  rain  and  beaucoup  de  mud.  The  continental 
winters  are  very  much  the  same  as  our  early  springs,  but  not 
as  pleasant.  The  part  of  the  country  we  are  now  in  is  really 
very  beautiful  and  the  people  seem  prosperous  and  making  lots  of 
money  cut  of  the  war.  I  was  talking  to  General  Rennie  about 
joining  the  Masons  in  April,  but  he  advised  me  to  wait  until  I 
got  home  and  then  join  Zetland,  nevertheless  he  advised  me  to 
write  to  you  and  see  what  you  had  to  say  about  it.  He  said 
that  if  you  thought  it  advisable  he  would  get  me  leave  and  go 
over  to  England  with  me  and  fix  it  all  up.  However,  I  would 
prefer  to  wait  until  I  get  home,  still  it  would  be  a  nice  thing 
to  join  up  while  I  had  the  chance. 

Glad  to  hear  Gerald  is  beginning  to  feel  his  oats  again 
and  is  able  to  get  around.  There  are  rumours  around  that  our 
Colonel,  Colonel  marshall  is  to  get  a  brigade  and  become  a 
Brigadier-General.  I  don’t  know  how  true  they  are.  It  would 
be  a  fine  thing  for  him,  but  awfully  rough  on  the  regiment. 

Still  we  can  only  wait  and  see  how  it  turns  out.  I  received  a 
letter  from  Prank.  He  was  asking  if  the  Germans  ever  throw  over 
American  shells.  They  do.  They  are  made  by  Simpson  A  Co.  or 
some  such  firm  as  that.  We  can  tell  by  the  mark  on  the  nose  cap. 
How  they  get  them  into  the  country  I  don’t  know,  but  they  don’t 
get  very  many  of  them. 

Well  Father  I  guess  it  is  about  time  to  close  up  now  as  I 
have  run  out  of  news. 

Best  love  to  Mother  Gerald,  Aunt  Dora,  Frank  and  everybody. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice. 


,  I  ?  .  „ 


-*•  t  •  -J 


. 


■  ■  .  '  t  "*  i  •' 

♦  •  ■  r  ' '  ■  '•  '.v 


. 


c 

0  ’  ?,  $LQ  iairfcA  .ft  '  ;<  5 

, 

• 

IiJ  C ’  "•  Jt  *  *  !  i 

5T 

.  - 

*r  fils'*  q 

i  ,1  ^ 

!•;;  ,  s  .  trx-i  ;  ,>  •  *: 


1  •  .i  f  -i  Jt-  -  1j  -  d  o~  .  J 


.  ■ 

:-h  .  **.  "  •-  :  f  r  'r  fit  »•.  r  >  ,  I  /  ?0 

r  ••  .  - 

.  '  1  '■  *3  fiff 

. 


:  c 

*  . 

* 

. 

XXttd-  ru-*0 

* 

.  - 


f  •  1  V  *  ’  ■:  .-.v  •<'••• 


«  •  * 

■ 

’  ,  iT  ,  ,  £  C  : 

,  n  >i  «  *ir  id  £;;  *i  Y 


France,  January,  18th, 1916. 


TO 

Lieut*  G.M.Malone, 

48th  Highlanders* 

Dear  Gerry:- 

I  Y/as  awfully  glad  to  hear  from  Father* s  letter  that  you  are 
getting  along  so  well  after  your  operation.  Your  poetry  about 
it  certainly  was  great  stuff.  Recalled  to  my  mind  past  endeavors 
to  translate  Levy,  Horace  etc.  How  is  Colonel  Langs  class 
getting  along.  He  is  a  good  old  scout.  I  remember  one  night 
over  at  Niagara,  in  the  mess,  one  of  the  officers  sat  down  before 
he  came  in.  By  gosh  he  frothed  at  the  mouth  he  was  so  mad.  He 

f 

wanted  to  fire  the  fellow  at  once.  I  have  been  on  a  "refresher" 
course  for  the  last  two  wTeeks.  They  tell  us  that  there  is  going 
to  be  lots  of  fireworks  in  the  near  future  so  they  are  brushing 
up  all  we  know  in  extended  order  work,  field  sketching  etc.  All 
the  officers  of  the  first  division  have  to  take  in  the  course. 

It  is  a  nice  break  from  the  routine  of  the  trenches  and  if  they 
could  only  manage  to  put  me  on  a  few  more  I  would  spend  the 
winter  very  comfortably.  I  am  going  to  tell  you  something  of 
the  way  they  work  it  out  here.  Take  our  company  for  instance. 

We  are  in  divisional  reserve  for  four  days.  The  whole 
regiment  is  out  then  and  we  go  back  to  huts  and  just  loaf  around. 
Hold  one  or  two  parades,  and  then  just  before  we  go  into  the 
trenches  we  check  up  their  equipment  and  see  if  they  have  every¬ 
thing.  We  generally  relieve  at  night .No. *s  three  and  four 
companies  go  into  the  front  line  and  one  and  two  go  into  support 
trenches.  We  stay  for  four  days.  Then  the  v/hole  regiment 
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comes  "back  to  Brigade  reserve.  That  is  really  just  behind  the 
trenches  "but  under  good  cover  so  we  are  not  worried  by  shells. 

We  spend  four  days  there*  then  Uos.  (1)  and  (2)  companies  go  into  the 
front  line  and  3  and  4  in  support.  Pour  days  there  and  back 
the  whole  bunch  goes  to  the  huts  again  and  starts  all  over.  So 
you  see  we  really  spend  only  four  days  in  and  twelve  days 
practically  out  which  is  not  so  bad  at  all.  Although  I  must 
say  those  four  days  are  hell,  especially  in  the  trenches  we  are 
in  now.  During  the  time  we  are  in  the  huts  we  generally  take 
one  day  off  and  go  into  Bailleul  which  is  not  far  away.  There 
you  nearly  always  meet  gome  Canadians  and  you  can  get  a  damn  fine 
dinner.  The  reliefs  are  really  carried  on  very  well,  quite 
orderly,  no  confusion  at  all.  The  old  guard,  as  it  7/ere  stand 
too,  the  relief  comes  in  stands  behind.  Then  the  old  guards 
stands  dov/n,  the  new  stands  to,  the  old  guard  turns  and  files 
out  of  the  trench.  The  officer  in  command  of  the  company  checks 
over  the  trench  stores,  such  as  shovels,  steel  helmets  etc,  etc 
and  signs  a  statement  that  the  trench  has  been  taken  over  in  a 
sanitary  and  clean  state.  They  have  cut  out  the  clean  now  because 
there  is  so  damn  much  mud.  They  have  been  shelling  us  pretty 
badly  lately,  but  so  far  we  have  been  very  lucky  and  had  very 
few  casualties.  They  use  pretty  heavy  stuff  against  us,  but 
generally  shut  up  when  our  guns  retaliate,  as  we  certainly  have 
it  over  them,  as  far  as  artillery  and  aeroplanes  go.  If  our 
aeroplanes  get  up  their  batteries  quit  as  they  don*t  take  any 
chance  on  being  observed. 


* 


- 

*  -  ■  'i  •  :  ■  r.'  "  •?  '  1  X 

, 

■  '£>  t  X''  >  v>r- ■  -  xii  id*'  r  :  ,>i : 

. 

. 

„ 

-i  i  -  i  j  •  "  ‘.D  o  .  ;  •  »  X  £ 

♦ 

.  .  V.C  ~  ' 

&•  r  ;  '  t>  ,  v  t  ■»  -  i  •  s-Aj  4n  (  b  -»c  . 

.  .. 


. 


:t  *\s  ..  -5  >fc,  m  Jj  •  ■  ittO??.  -v.  *  vn* 

. 

. 

Cld  '  rr  i  ,'*:*»  'u.t  o-a  *•-  vd  « 

. 

*  -  -  , 

' 

* 


The  German  planes  are  well  looked,  after  by  our  fellows  who  get 
right  after  them,  whenever  they  show  their  noses.  The 
German  anit-craft  guns  are  better  than  ours  but  really  do  very 
little  damage  as  an  aeroplane  can  sail  right  through  so  fast, 
they  have  to  keep  changing  their  range. 

Well  I  guess  I  will  close  now  as  there  is  no  more  news. 

Be  good, 

Best  of  luck, 

Your  affectionate  brother, 


Maurice , 
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January,  18th,  1916 


Dear  Motherj- 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  everything  is  going  along 
all  O.K.  and  that  I  received,  to-day,  a  box  of  biscuits  and 
three  letters  from  home.  The  biscuits  certainly  were  good,  and  I 
passed  them  around  to  some  of  the  boys  and  they  agreed  with  me 
that  they  were  the  best  yet.  I  ate  so  many  of  them  that  I  almost 
spoilt  my  dinner,  but  not  quite  as  that  is  pretty  darn  hard  to  do. 

I  am  in  the  best  of  health,  certainly  am  in  the  pink  of  condition, 
have  not  even  had  a  cold  all  winter.  I  am  pretty  well  supplied 
with  underwear  etc,  and  have  everything  I  v/ant.  The  socks  etc 
have  all  arrived  in  good  condition.  They  always  come  in  handy 
because  we  get  our  feet  wet  quite  often. 

Just  at  present,  I  am  wearing  the  boots  issued  out  to  the 
men  and  I  find  that  they  are  the  best  yet  for  keeping  out  mud 
and  cold.  I  have  not  seen  Bud  for  the  last  week  or  so,  but  as  we 
are  returning  to  our  regiment  to-morrow,  I  will  see  him.  X  hope 
we  get  away  on  leave  together  as  we  certainly  would  have  a  good 

time  in  London  for  a  whole  week.  I  don’t  know  yet  when  I  go  but 

it  ought  to  be  pretty  soon  now.  Anyway  the  regiment  goes  out  for 
its  rest  on  the  first  of  the  month,  so  we  will  have  two  weeks  there 
anyway.  Still  I  won't  set  any  definite  time  when  we  will  go  out 
because  we  were  disappointed  last  time.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that 
Gerry  likes  his  new  job  and  that  he  has  fully  recovered  from 

his  operation.  All  the  officers  at  the  school  are  having  a 

dinner  to-night  and  I  think  some  time  will  be  had.  I  noticed  in 
Father’s  letter  that  my  letters  were  being  censored.  They 
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really  have  no  right  to  open  them  and  send  them  on.  If  they 
don’t  like  anything  they  should  send  the  letter  hack  to  me. 
Still  I  don’t  think  they  will  get  very  much  to  censor  in  my 
letters  so  there  is  no  need  to  worry  on  that  score. 

Well,  Mother  I  guess  I  will  close  now  as  I  really  told 
all  the  news  in  Father’s  letter. 

Love  to  all  the  family  and  yourself, 

Your  loving  son, 

Maurice , 
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Belgium* 


January,  83rd,  1916. 


Bear  Father: - 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  everything  is  going  along 
splendidly.  There  is  no  news  in  particular,  hut  I  know  that  a 
letter  now  and  then  helps  a  lot  anyway.  The  long  expected  apples 
arrived  safely  last  night  and  believe  me  they  were  great.  They 
are  absolutely  the  finest  I  have  ever  tasted,  and  that  seems  to 
be  the  opinion  of  the  rest  of  the  officers.  We  know  pretty 
definitely  that  we  move  out  for  our  rest  on  the  1st  of  the  month. 
So  if  everything  goes  as  we  expect  and  it  all  does  not  fizzle  out 
like  our  last  rest,  by  the  time  you  get  this  we  will  be  out  • 

There  are  rumours  also  that  the  whole  division  will  move  out  for 
a  rest  after  ours  is  over.  That  means  we  may  be  out  for  over  six 
w  eeks.  I  would  not  count  upon  the  division  going  out,  but  we  go 
for  sure  on  the  1st  anyway.  Just  at  present  we  are  in  the 
trenches  again,  but  this  will  be  our  last  tour  before  we  go  out. 
Everything  is  quiet,  comparatively  so,  one  or  two  shells  have  gone 
over  head,  but  not  near  us  so  as  far  as  we  are  concerned  no  damage 
has  been  done.  Bud  is  now  down  at  the  school,  getting  spruced 
up,  and  I  am  very  much  afraid  that  the  apples  will  be  all  gone 
before  he  gets  back. 

In  your  last  letter  you  wanted  a  picture  of  me  inmy  trench 
garb.  That  is  a  pretty  hard  thing  to  get.  Anyway  here  is  a 
description  of  what  I  wear. 

Ammunition  boots-  shaped  like  canal  boats,  puttees-  decidedly 
the  worse  for  wear,  Cordroy  pants,  Tunic.  Over  all  these  we 
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wear  a  leather  jacket,  which  buttons  right  up  the  the  neck. 

It  is  a  very  fine  thing,  keeps  out  the  rain  and  the  wind.  Over 
it  I  carry  my  revolver,  belt  and  clips  and  smoke  helmet.  We 
wear  balmorals, which  we  can  pull  right  over  our  ears  if  necessary. 
The  smoke  and  gas  helmets  are  very  useful  things.  The  Germans 
have  used  their  gas  two  or  three  times  lately.  It  is  a  very 
deadly  mixture,  much  more  so  than  used  at  Ypres ,  nevertheless 
the  helmets  afford  ample  protection.  The  attacks  that  they  have 
tried  have  never  been  successful.  I  noticed  in  the  paper  the 
other  morning  a  German  Official  Communice,  saying  that  they  had 
beaten  off  a  British  attack  near  Armentious  with  heavy  losses. 

Just  to  show  you  how  untrustworthy  their  accounts  are  ,  Here  is 
what  actually  happened.  Our  people  sent  over  the  gas  and 
followed  it  up  with  a  bombing  party.  They  entered  the  German 
trenches,  bombed  up  then  captured  some  prisoners  and  retired, 
with  only  eight  killed  and  a  number  wounded,  about  40  or  50.  The 
gas  laid  out  quite  a  gang  of  Germans  and  our  attack  did  for  a 
lot  more  of  them,  so  it  v/as  really  very  successful.  These  attacks 
are  being  carried  out  all  along  the  line,  the  object  being  to 
keep  Mr.  Fritz  on  the  jump.  They  estimated  that  the  Germans  lost 
nearly  300-400  by  the  gas  alone.  So  much  for  Fritz  and  his 
official  "Comics"  as  the  boys  call  them.  Quite  a  few  Canadians 
I  noticed  received  honors  lately.  Our  Regiment  did  very  well, 
getting  five  or  six,  nevertheless  there  were  one  or  two  of  our 
fellow's  who  were  overlooked,  but  I  expect  they  will  get  theirs 
at  a  later  date.  The  weather  is  improving  all  along  and  I  believe 
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That  "bad  weather 


we  are  in  for  a  much  better  time  of  it  now. 
certainly  was  hard  on  most  of  us  out  here,  hut  a  hit  of  the  sun 
now  v/ill  cheer  uS  all  up  wonderfu lly. 

It  was  pretty  hard  for  the  men  to  keep  cheerful  the  conditions 
were  so  had,  hut  I  have  noticed  lately  in  their  letters,  how 
cheerful  they  ©.re.  We  censor  their  letters  you  know.  They 
are  quite  cheerful  now  and  ready  for  anything.  Well  their  does 
not  seem  to  he  much  more  scandal,  Oh  yes,  I  nearly  forgot,  I  had 
a  hath  the  day  before  yesterday,  outside  of  that  I  think  I  have 
given  you  all  the  news. 

Best  love  to  yourself,  Mother  and  Gerald. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice • 
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Belgium, 


January  30th, 1916. 

Dear  Father, 

Your  very  welcome  letter  of  the  9th  received  the  other  day 
just  as  we  came  out  of  the  trenches.  We  are  now  in  Brigade  Reserve 
hut  expect  to  move  out  to-morrow  night  for  our  three  weeks  rest. 

They  have  informed  us  however,  that  it  will  be  no  rest,  hut  good 
hard  work,  drilling  route,  marching  etc,  hut  as  we  will  he  well 
hack  from  the  trenches  we  consider  it  a  rest  no  matter  what  we 
have  to  do.  The  hoys  are  all  feeling  very  cheerful  about  it  and  I 
expect  we  will  have  a  pretty  good  time. 

In  regard  to  your  question,  how  to  address  the  letters  to  me. 

As  a  rule  they  take  about  seventeen  days  to  get  here  and  there  is 
no  difference  whether  you  put  in"care  of  Army  Post  Office"  or  not. 

All  the  letters  go  first  to  England  anyway  and  from  there  they  are 
sent  on.  I  received  another  letter  from  you  just  now  dated  the 
thirteenth  of  the  month  and  certainly  agree  with  you,  "the  more 
the  merrier".  Captain  "Steve"  Mabee  arrived  back  here  safe  and 
sound  and  has  kept  us  all  very  much  amused  by  his  experiences.  He 
told  me  all  the  news  of  the  town  and  mentioned  that  he  had  seen 
Frank  in  Montreal  on  his  way  back.  He  told  me  that  you  were 
looking  well  and  "going  strong"  which  I  was  very  pleased  to  hear. 

I  am  awfully  glad  to  hear  that  the  shell  nose  arrived  safely. 

I  had  my  doubts  about  the  wrapping  on  it  and  the  address,  but  I 
am  glad  it  hung  together  until  it  arrived.  The  v/eather  has 
improved  very  much  and  is  really  fine  now.  We  are  making  great  plans 
for  playing  base-ball,  foot-ball  and  all  sorts  of  games.  The 
Colonel  wants  to  get  up  a  cricket  team,  but  I  am  afraid  the 
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ground  is  still  too  soft.  It  looks  as  if  we  will  have  a 
pretty  decent  time. 

We  received  a  box  from  Mrs*  Scott,  which  had  a  chicken, 
oranges,  hard  boiled  eggs,  cake.  It  was  some  box  all  right. 
Helen  Brown  wrote  to  me  and  sent  a  pair  of  socks,  which  are 
"bon".  I  suppose  Mother  and  Aunt  Dora  are  chasing  around 
rustling  up  the  town. 

Colonel  Marshall  is  just  at  present  acting  as  Brigadier- 
General  of  our  Brigade  and  there  are  rumours  that  he  is  to  keep 
it.  Pete  Campbell  has  got  a  staff  job  down  there  now,  which  is 
pretty  good  work*  Major  Bent,  a  Hova  Scotia  man,  is  acting  in 
command  of  the  regiment,  and  I  expect  if  the  Colonel  goes  to  the 
Brigade,  he  will  get  his  promotion.  To-day  I  was  with  a  working 
party.  We  generally  send  them  out  from  Brigade  Reserve  at  night, 
but  taking  advantage  of  the  fog  to-day  we  went  up  this  afternoon. 
We  go  up  and  work  on  the  front  line  trenches,  building  them  up 
with  sandbags  etc.  Everything  came  off  all  right  and  I  expect 
that  is  the  last  I  will  see  of  the  trenches  for  three  weeks  or 
more. 

A  couple  of  shells  sailed  over  us  to-day  but  did  no  damage. 
The  shells  no  sooner  light  than  the  fellows  are  out  digging  for 
the  shell  nose,  which  they  sell  to  the  inhabitants  and  get  a  bit 
of  their  own  back  by  soaking  them  as  high  a  price  as  they  can. 

It  is  a  great  game  but  gets  dangerous  at  times,  when  the  boys 
begin  digging  too  soon  and  a  few  more  shells  drop  in. 

Well  Bather  I  must  stop  now.  There  is  no  more  news. 

love  to  Mother,  Gerald  Sc  Yourself,  also  Aunt  Dora, 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice. 
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February,  2nd, 1916. 


France* 

My  dear  Mother: - 

Here  we  are  well  in  France,  about  ten  miles  behind  the 
firing  line,  having  our  rest.  We  are  in  a  particularly  pretty 
part  of  the  country,  hedges,  fields  and  farm  houses  very  much 
the  same  as  in  England,  and  not  more  than  twenty  minutes  walk 
away  from  our  billet  is  a  very  old  fashioned  French  City,  right 
on  top  of  a  hill.  TheCity  has  very  luckily  escaped  shelling  and 
such  like  playful  tricks  of  the  #uns  and  is  in  good  condition* 
Quite  a  change  from  all  the  mess  of  ruins  and  desolation  which 
we  have  been  living  in  for  some  time  back.  We  can  only  hear  the 
guns  very  faintly  so  we  have  all  decided  to  forget  all  about  the 
war  for  the  next  three  weeks,  and  have  a  good  time. 

It  certainly  was  a  great  night  when  we  came  away  from  the 
trenches.  We  were  in  brigade  reserve  and  the  guns  behind  us  were 
raising  merry  hallelula  when  the  Mounted  Rifles  came  in  to 
relieve  us.  Our  men  then  fell  in  and  away  we  went.  Our  Company 

picked  up  the  rest  of  the  battalion  a  couple  of  miles  back,  then 

* 

the  pipers  got  their  instruments  of  torture  working  and  we 
started  off  again.  We  were  all  carrying  pretty  heavy  packs, 
haversacks,  revolvers  etc,  but  when  the  pipes  started  all  the  old 
Scotchmen  in  my  platoon  just  drifted  along.  As  soon  as  the  pipers 
stopped  the  boys  would  begin  to  sing.  lord  l "Annie  Laurie" 

(I  thought  of  Paw) ,  and  every  other  old  Scotch  tune  you  ever  heard 
of.  As  we  were  passing  through  the  town  the  Military  Police 
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wanted  less  row,  but  I  simply  could  not  stop  them  singing,  I 
did  not  try  very  hard*  We  reached  our  billets  about  ten 
o’clock  and  got  the  boys  into  their  quarters.  My  platoon  are 
in  a  loft,  lots  of  hay  (clean  at  that)  extra  blankets  and  a  bit 
more  to  eats.  So  there  you  are.  We  are  in  the  farm,  the  family 
chased  us  into  the  parlor,  so  we  put  our  beds  there  and  made 
ourselves  at  home.  Then  we  went  in  and  talked  to  the  old  dame 
and  in  my  best  French  I  explained  our  presence  and  requested 
the  favor  of  allowing  our  cook  to  use  the  stove.  It  took  a 
bit  of  persuading  but  we  got  around  it  after  a  while  (the  cook 
helped  me  out  with  a  few  French  swear  words)  and  parted,  the 
best  of  friends.  To-day  Headquarters  sent  over  boxing  gloves, 
baseball  bats t  soccer  ball  etc,  so  we  laid  out  a  diamond,  had 
a  game  of  ball,  played  a  game  of  soccer  in  the  afternoon  with 
the  2nd  C.M.R.  outfit.  The  game  was  a  tie  1-1.  I  played  goal. 
At  half  time  the  ball  bust  so  we  had  to  quit.  So  you  see  we 
are  in  for  the  time  of  our  lives  and  what  is  more  I  expect 
to  go  on  leave  next  week  or  the  week  after.  I  really  don’t 
think  I  will  object.  To-morrow  we  are  to  have  physical  drill 
in  the  morning,  and  battalion  parade  in  the  afternoon,  when  we 
are  to  be  inspected  by  the  General-Officer-Commanding  the 
division.  Sounds  formidable. 

Bud  is  not  yet  back  from  the  school,  where  he  is  learning 
to  straff e  the  Huns,  but  I  expect  he  will  be  with  us  to-morrow 
or  the  day  after. 
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Father  was  inquiring  in  his  letter  about  Capt.  Perry,  late 

t 

of  the  48th,  He  was  courb-martialed  and  dismissed  the  service. 

He  was  a  mighty  good  officer,  hut  unfortunately  he  got  too 
friendly  with  the  rum  jar  and  one  fine  day  was  drunk  when  he 
should  not  have  been.  It  was  too  bad,  but  there  are  so  darn 
many  waygbne  can  get  into  trouble  out  here  that  it  is  very 
necessary  to  walk  the  straight  and  narrow.  You  can’t  be  too 
careful  and  the  best  way  is  to  steer  clear  of  the  rum.  It  is  very 
nice  and  wanning  on  a  cold  night  and  a  certain  amount  of  it  is 
really  necessary  for  the  men,  but  "nix  on  the  rough  stuff"  as  the 
boys  say.  A  couple  of  other  officers  have  got  into  the  same  kind 
of  trouble  but  managed  to  get  away  with  it,  for  a  while,  but  sooner 
or  later  their  "services  were  not  required" 

Well  I  sound  like  an  ardent  supporter  of  Rowells  so  I  guess 
I  will  close  now.  I  received  a  Star  Weekly  and  Sunday  World  to-day. 
Thanks  a  lot. 

Good-bye  and  God  bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

I  hope  you  are  all  enjoying  life  and  having  the  time  of  your  lives* 
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France , 


February  9th, 1916. 

Dear  Father: - 

I  came  in  to-night  and  found  a  whole  flock  of  letters 
waiting  for  me,  they  all  came  in  a  bunch.  Your  letters  of 
January  21st,  23rd,  24th  and  26th  received  all  O.K.,  also  Mother’s 
letter  of  the  23rd.  I  also  received  a  letter  from  Aunt  Dora, 
one  from  J.B.  and  also  your  clippings  from  the  news  papers.  Just 
a  minute  here’s  some  more  I  have  just  come  across,  January  16th. 

So  there  you  are  thats  the  bunch.  I  intended  to  answer  the  letter  of 
the  16th  on  Sunday  but  was  busy  at  the  time  so  I  am  answering 
them  all  in  a  bunch.  Mother  asked  how  we  did  our  cooking. 

Well  here  is  how.  Your  batman  is  supposed  to  look  after  that  end 

of  the  job,  and  as  all  the  officer’s  batmen  are  together  we 
sometimes  strike  a  good  cook  amongst  them.  If  we  are  in  the 

trenches ,  the  next  days  rations  are  brought  up  by  the  Company 

Quarter  Master  sergeant.  The  batmen  get  a  pail,  punch  holes  in 
it  and  make  a  brazier,  fill  her  up  with  coal  and  there  you  are. 

I 

Sometimes  they  build  a  grate  or  steal  an  oil  stove  for  you  and 
then  things  run  smoothly.  (A  perfect  batman  is  one  that  will 
steal  from  everyone  but  yourself.)  These  may  not  be  ideal 
conditions  for  cooking  but  they  turn  out  some  wild  and  wonderful 
dishes  and  mighty  good  ones  too.  When  we  get  back  to  our  Division 
res»erve  billets,  the  boys  get  stoves  and  fix  things  up  fine. 

The  men  do  their  own  cooking  in  the  line  but  get  their  grub 
cooked  by  the  cook  waggons  at  other  times.  Just  at  present  we 
are  on  our  rest,  well  back  and  everyone  in  nice  comfortable  houses. 
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real  stoves,  real  roofs  over  our  head,  but  alas  still  sleeping 
on  the  hard  cold  floor. 

We  are  having  the  time  of  our  lives  back  here,  working 
pretty  hard  but  nevertheless  we  manage  to  slip  over  some  good  times. 
We  have  physical  drill  early  in  the  morning,  drill  until  about 
eleven.  At  two  o’clock  more  drill  or  route  marches  until  about 
five  o’clock  and  then  at  night  they  are  free  or  the  battalion  goes 
into  town  to  a  concert. 

I  took  the  company  in  last  night  and  really  it  was  one  of 
the  best  concerts  I  was  ever  at.  The  29th  Battalion  band  played 
and  we  had  a  moving  picture,  "Charlie  Chaplin",  and  then  a  couple 
of  fellows  sang,  and  they  could  sing.  One  big  Irish  man  sang 
"Mother  Macree".  It  was  beautiful. 

To-day  we  had  a  half  holiday  and  arranged  some  sports, 

Potatoe  races,  boxing,  wrestling  pig-a-back,  wrestling  on  mules, 
bomb  throwing  etc.  We  ended  the  whole  performance  by  an  Officer’s 
mule  race  without  saddles.  It  was  a  scream.  My  old  mule  heard 
the  bugler  sound  the  "Cook  House"  and  being  a  military  mule  he 
started  for  home.  That  was  fine  because  the  first  part  of  the 
race  was  in  that  direction.  I  was  well  ahead,  hanging  on  to  the 
mule’s  ears,  but  when  I  started  to  turn  him  and  go  back  again--- 
It  was  all  off.  Mr.  Mule  wanted  to  go  home  and  I’m  darned  if  I 
could  make  him  move.  Captain  Alex.  Sinclair  took  an  unfair 
advantage  of  us.  He  had  on  spurs,  he  joggled  them  up  and  down, 
finally  got  off  and  kicked  the  mule,  but  even  then  he  lost  the 
race.  The  transport  Officer,  being  acquainted,  and  a  kindred 
spirit  to  his  mount,  won  easily. 
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Bud  is  going  on  leave  on  Friday,  j  was  going  with  him, 
hut  it  did  not  come  off.  Anyway  I  go  next  week.  I  would  rather 
have  gone  with  Bud,  hut  I  guess  I  ought  to  he  thankful  to  get  my 
leave  when  I  can. 

I  hear  from  len  Wright  and  all  the  hoys  in  England,  and  they 
tell  me  all  the  scandal  and  what  is  doing  in  old  London  town. 

I  have  got  a  pair  of  kilts  and  will  cut  quite  a  dash  when  I 
spring  them  on  the  hoys  in  England.  I  was  awfully  surprised  to 
hear  of  the  death  of  young  Skeaff,  also  the  reported  death  of 
Gordon  Ross. 

The  news  came  as  quite  a  shock  and  I  am  awfully  sorry  about 
them  all.  I  hope  Gordon  Ross  turns  out  to  he  safe  and  sound. 

Well  Father,  I  really  must  close  now  as  I  have  to  catch  up 
with  a  lot  of  my  mail  and  I  think  I  have  given  you  all  the 
scandal. 

Good  hye  and  God  hless  you  all. 

Your  Affectionate  son 
Maurice , 

(Love  to  Mother) 

P.W.  In  your  letter  you  mentioned  that  the  48th  had'nt  a  kind  word 
to  say  about  Col.  Currie.  Ask  any  of  the  men  that  served  under 
him  and  you  get  a  different  answer.  Maybe  the  48th  at  home  don't 
know  what  they  are  talking  about. 

Socks  and  handkerchiefs  arrived  all  O.K.  Merci  beaucoup. 
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Feb.  14th, 19 16., 


France , 


Dear  Mother:- 

Here  it  is  Monday  and  as  I  have  a  spare  hour  I  thought  that 
I  would  write  and  let  you  know  all  the  scandal,  I  intended  to 
write  yesterday  but  really  did  not  have  an  opportunity.  We  are 
still  on  our  rest  from  the  trenches  but  we  do  quite  a  bit  of 
drilling  so  it  is  not  altogether  a  rest.  Yesterday  morning,  we 
had  a  Church  Parade,  Pipers,  drums,  the  Colonel*s  dog  and  every¬ 
body  was  on  hand.  Cannon  Scott  preached  to  us  and  slipped  us  the 
odd  kind  word.  In  the  afternoon  I  went  into  town  to  buy  some 
grub,  some  extra* s  as  we  expected  guests  in  for  dinner.  The 
town  I  refer  to  is  very  lively  now,  soldiers  everywhere,  but  I 
imagine  that  it  would  be  one  of  the  deadest  little  places  on 
earth,  in  time  of  peace.  Just  now,  however,  the  trades  people 
are  having  the  time  of  their  lives  and  never  want  the  war  to  end. 
Last  night  we  had  some  officers  of  the  16th  Battalion  in  to  dinner 
We  sort  of  spread  ourselves  and  had  a  real  feed.  Some  one  pinched 
a  turkey  for  us,  so  we  had  oysters,  tomato  soup,  turkey,  vegetable 
apple  fritters,  cigars  and  champagne,  but  not  very  much  of  the 
latter  as  we  ran  out  of  funds  before  we  got  through.  Our  cook 
excelled  himself  and  everything  went  off  fine.  We  had  the  Pipers 
in,  and  they  played,  danced  Highland  flings  etc,  so  taking  it 
all  around  we  had  a  very  pleasant  evening.  We  brought  the  old 
boy  in,  who  owns  the  house,  gave  him  a  snort  of  whiskey  that 
would  choke  a  cow,  and  then  placing  a  Glengarry  on  his  head,  the 
pipers  gave  him  a  tune.  He  did  not  like  the  drink  particularly 
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and  was  a  bit  scared  of  the  pipes.  I  am.  afraid  he  has  no  ear 
for  real  music.  Bud  got  off  on  his  leave  last  Friday  and  by 
this  time  is  safe  and  sound  in  "Blighty”  as  the  boys  call  it* 

My  turn  comes  next  week  and  then  I  will  be  away  for  a  weeks ' 
solid  tear.  I  ought  to  be  in  England  on  Friday  the  18th  and 
back  in  France  again  on  the  last  day  of  the  month* 

We  have  heard  quite  a  bit  of  bombarding  going  on  lately, 
but  it  is  nothing  in  particular.  At  any  rate  no  one  is 
worrying  about  the  Germans  breaking  through  around  here.  I 
received  a  letter  from  Aunt  Molly  about  a  week  ago  and  I  am 
afraid  she  is  a  little  bit  pessimistic,  anyway  I  answered  her 
and  told  her  we  were’nt  feeling  that  way  at  all. 

I  hope  I  don’t  run  into  any  zeppelin  raids  when  I  am  on 
leave,  but  I  think  I  will  take  a  chance  on  bombs,  they  can’t  be 
any  worse  than  shells  and  up  to  date  none  have  landed  any  nearer 
than  ten  feet  from  me,  but  then  I  was  in  a  trench  and  flat  on  my 
stomach  as  well.  On  those  occasions  it  really  is  wonderful  how 
small  a  space  one  can  occupy.  I  am  sending  along  a  handkerchief 
I  got  in  town.  It  is  supposed  to  be  lace.  I  really  hope  it  is 
as  that  is  what  I  bought  if  for  and  really  I  am  no  judge  of  such 
things.  I  hope  it  arrives  safely. 

Well  Mother  I  must  stop  now  as  I  really  have  run  out  of  news. 
Best  love  to  Father,  Gerald  and  yourself. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice. 

T  received  a  parcel  with  underwear,  socks,  chocolate  etc  in  it,  but 
don’t  know  where  it  came  from.  Posted  in  England. 
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Savoy  Hotel, 


London,  Feb.  25th, 1916. 

Dear  Mother:- 

I  really  am  very  sorry  that  I  have  not  written  sooner  this 
week,  but  really  the  week  and  myself  have  been  too  full  for 
utterance.  To  begin  with  I  left  our  billets  near  the  town  of 
Bailleul  on  Friday  morning  last  at  three  o* clock  in  the  morning 
and  walked  into  town,  where  we  caught  the  famous  "leave  train" • 

It  really  was  a  sight  worth  seeing.  Most  of  the  men  had  just  come 
out  of  the  trenches  and  were  dead  tired  and  awfully  muddy,  but 
nevertheless  it  was  a  happy  party  because  most  of  them  were  going 
home  for  a  whole  week.  And  believe  me,  the  idea  of  going  home 
suited  me,  because  I  did  almost.  I  stayed  off  at  Folkestone  for 
two  days  and  saw  Lindsay  Wright,  Gamey  Stratton  and  all  the 
boys.  On  Sunday  I  came  up  to  London  and  went  out  to  Mrs.  Scotts, 
and  that  is  the  nearest  approach  to  home  I  have  seen  for  a  long 
long  time.  Poor  Mrs.  Scott,  she  could  not  do  enough  for  me,  and 
nearly  killed  me  with  kindness  and  good  food.  I  certainly  will 
never  forget  how  kind  she  has  been,  and  I  hope  to  be  able  to 
return  some  of  her  kindness  to  me,  some  day.  Well  I  am  on  my 
way  back  now,back  to  La  belle  France  and  although  I  don’t  want 
to  go,  it  has  to  be  done.  The  regiment  is  back  in  the  trenches 
again  and  as  far  as  I  know  at  the  same  old  place.  Get  a  map  of 
France  and  here  is  where  we  are.  The  town  of  Bailleul  is  the 
advanced  base  for  our  bunch.  The  Village  of  Neuve  Eglise  is  right 
near  where  we  come  out  for  our  six  days  out  of  the  trenches# 
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From  the  town  of  Neuve  Eglise  there  is  a  little  place  called 
Wulveringhem.  On  the  Wulveringhem-Mes sines  road  to  the  left 
about  three  quarters  of  the  way  up,  is  our  position,  They  have 
a  new  trench  routine  now.  Six  days  in  trenches,  six  days  in 
Brigade  reserve,  six  days  in  again,  six  days  out  at  Kortypyp • 
(near  iTeuve  Eglise)  • 

On  Monday  we  will  he  out  again  at  Kortypyp.  So  you  see  there 
is  the  whole  out  lay. 

I  am  going  to  have  lunch  to-day  with  Jimmie  Ryrie  and  Monk 
Tuck,  Monk  is  on  leave  and  goes  hack  on  Sunday,  while  Jimmie 
has  a  few  days  off  from  the  flying  school.  They  both  look 
awfully  well.  I  can*t  say  I  am  failing  much  myself.  When  I  got 
hack  I  weighed  myself  and  I  tipped  the  beam  13  stone  around, 

182  lbs.  Not  had.  So  I  guess  war  agrees  with  me.  I  have  been 
running  around  London  quite  a  lot  with  Walter  Willison.  Re 
certainly  was  fine  and  showed  me  a  very  good  time. 

Well  Mother  Jimmy  and  Monk  have  just  come  in  so  we  must  he 
on  our  way.  I  will  write  as  soon  as  I  get  hack. 

Best  love  to  Father,  Gerald  and  yourself. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice. 
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Hotel  Folkestone, 


Feb .  26th, 1916. 


Dear  Father 

On  the  way  hack  after  some  time  in  England.  Just  at 
present  we  are  overlooking  the  harbour  and  watching  all  the 
lucky  ones  go  aboard  the  packet  for  England  on  leave.  Boulogne 
is  a  nice  little  place.  Hope  to  see  it  again  some  day,  under 
different  circumstances. 

Love  to  all. 


Maurice. 


<?.y -  $  m  +■  .■ ... 


Feb.  29th, 1916. 


Dear  Father:- 

Just  got  hack  from  leave  last  night  and  found  lots  of  mail 
waiting  for  me.  Yours  of  the  6th,  8th,  letters  from  Dorothy 
Blackey  and  Jim.  Jim  is  now  in  France  and  I  have  written  to  him 
to-day  and  I  hope  I  run  across  him  soon.  The  Star  Weekly  arrived 
all  O.K.  also  a  box  of  Mother* s  tid-bits,  which  were  very  fine. 

I  think  X  will  send  your  letter  concerning  the  Masonic  proposal 
on  to  Gen.  Rennie  and  hear  what  he  has  to  say  about  it.  I  heard 
from  Mrs.  Macdonald,  (St.  Andrews  College)  and  she  told  me  all 
the  news  of  the  College. 

I  left  London  on  Saturday  morning  and  got  a  special  train 
right  down  to  Folkestone.  England  looked  very  beautiful.  They 
had  just  had  a  heavy  three  days*  snow,  which  was  very  unusual. 

The  Country  reminded  me  of  home.  It  was  quite  a  sight  at  Victoria 
Station  to  see  all  the  troops  starting  back,  after  a  whole  week 
of  civilization.  They  all  had  their  families  down  to  see  them 
off  and  believe  me  it  was  anything  but  a  joyful  sight.  The  only 
people  that  seemed  really  unconcerned  were  the  Canadians,  who  had 
no  one  to  see  them  off,  and  even  they  were*nt  especially  happy. 

We  had  a  very  quiet  trip  across  the  Channel  and  arrived  in 

♦ 

Boulogne  about  1.30  P.M.  I  had  to  march  a  big  bunch  up  to  a 
rest  camp  just  outside  of  the  town.  They  kept  us  there  until 
the  next  day  so  we  improved  the  shining  hour  by  seeing  the  sights 
of  the  town.  We  visited  the  old  town  within  the  walls,  saw  the 
French  soldiers  strutting  around  in  their  natty  new  uniforms 
(sort  of  a  light  blue)  which  look  very  smart  indeed.  I  think  the 
French  officers  are  about  the  smartest  looking  men  I  have  seen 
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in  a  long  time.  We  visited  the  McGill  Hospital  and  there  saw 
a  number  of  old  St,  Andrews  hoys,  who  are  privates  in  the  unit. 

We  finished  up  by  going  to  a  moving  picture  show,  where  we  saw 
Charlie  Chaplin,  who  appears  to  be  as  great  a  favorite  in  Prance 
as  he  is  at  Home,  The  French  call  him  "Chariot t".  On  Sunday 
night  we  caught  the  "up"  train  and  started  on  the  last  lap  of  our 
journey.  We  arrived  at  "rail-head”  about  1  o* clock  in  the 
morning  and  from  there  we  hoofed  it  about  five  miles  to  the 
Battalion 1 Transport  station.  And  by  the  time  I  got  there  my  pack 
was  quite  heavy  enough,  I  slept  that  night  on  the  hard  old  tile 
floor,  (what  a  shock  after  the  great  big  old  bed  I  had  at  Scott* s) 
and  next  morning  joined  the  Battalion.  They  or  we  are  out  in 
Divisional  reserve  and  will  be  here  until  the  end  of  the  week. 

So  here  I  am  again  well  within  the  sound  of  the  guns,  which  are 
rather  lively  now,  otherwise  everything  is  quiet  on  our  front. 

The  58th  are  in  Prance  so  I  did  not  see  them  in  England,  but  hope 
to  see  them  soon  over  here. 

One  of  Mrs.  Scotts  parcels  arrived  to-night,  away 

bombing  somewhere  and  will  be  back  at  the  end  of  the  week.  I 
was  out  with  a  working  party  last  night.  We  were  up  to  the  front 
line  and  heard  them  whistle  again.  They  dont  sound  any  nicer 
than  they  did  before  I  went  away,  but  nevertheless  as  long  as 
they  put  them  "where  I  aint"  I  dont  mind. 

Our  trenches  are  much  improved  and  are  really  quite 
habitable,  so  good  in  fact,  that  they  are  going  to  shift  us  along 
a  bit  farther.  I  expect  the  trenches  we  are  going  to  are  in  a 
horrible  state,  in  fact  I  know  they  are.  We  are  out  of  luck 
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entirely.  Just  on  our  front  everything  is  reasonably  quiet, 
but  on  both  sides  of  us  they  are  plugging  away  for  further  orders. 

Well  Father,  I  think  I  will  close  now  as  I  have  really 
nothing  more  to  say. 

Best  love  to  Mother,  yourself  and  Gerald. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 
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Belgium, 


March  8th, 1916. 


Dear  Mother:- 

V/e  have  just  come  out  of  the  front  line  and  are  back  in  a 
nice  "cushy"  dug  out  now,  about  four  hundred  yards  back  from 
the  front  line.  For  the  last  four  days  we  have  been  having 
regular  old  Canadian  weather,  snow”  all  the  time,  which  was  very 
acceptable  to  all  of  us,  because  the  artillery  could  not  see 
what  they  were  doing,  so  they  did  not  give  us  any  trouble. 

To-day  it  is  a  nice  clear  day  with  about  six  inches  of  snow  on 
the  ground,  but  when  it  starts  to  melt,  I  am  afraid  we  will  have 
lots  of  mud  again.  Everything  has  been  very  quiet,  on  our  front 
lately,  but  of  course,  we  have  no  kick  coming  on  that  account. 

I  saw  Bud  last  night,  just  as  we  were  clearing  out  of  the 
trenches,  he  was  coming  in  to  do  his  tour.  When  I  came  back 
from  leave,  I  went  over  to  see  the  58th,  who  were  billeted  quite 
close  to  us.  I  saw  all  my  old  friends  and  had  quite  an  interest¬ 
ing  afternoon  with  them  all.  Gerald  Cosby  is  looking  well  and 

enjoying  life.  When  we  went  into  the  trenches  we  took  a  lot  of 

* 

the  58th  men  and  officers  in  with  us  to  break  them  in. 

It  was  rather  funny,  in  our  trench  we  had  the  men  of  the 
same  company  in  which  I  belonged  before  I  came  over.  When  I 
left  I  was  the  junior  subaltern,  and  here  I  am  now,  helping  to 
show  them  how  to  worry  Fritz. 

Colonel  Marshal  is  still  in  charge  of  the  third  brigade, 
but  there  seems  to  be  some  doubt  whether  he  will  get  the  job 
permanently  or  not.  We  all  hope  he  does.  We  will  be  sorry  to 
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lose  him,  hut  glad  to  see  him  get  his  step,  I  had  quite  a  long 
talk  with  Colonel  Genet  the  other  day,  and  he  was  quite  delighted 
with  the  progress  his  regiment  had  made.  They  certainly  did  well 
getting  out  here  before  either  the  35th  or  the  37th.  The  poor 
old  35th  were  quite  put  out  about  it.  They  have  been  made  into 
a  reserve  battalion,  which  means  that  they  may  never  get  out 
here. 

•i  • 

The  last  tour  in  the  trenches,  we  had  quite  a  menagerie  in 
with  us.  A  little  runt  of  a  dog  strolled  in,  I  don*t  know  where 
he  came  from,  I  think  he  came  over  from  Germany.  Anyway  we 
filled  him  up,  so  he  decided  to  stay  with  us.  Hewas  a  bit 
c running  but  we  brought  him  back  with  us  and  he  is  due  for  a 
bath.  Then  of  course  we  have  about  four  cats  alv/ays  with  us. 

The  boys  carry  them  around  on  their  packs  whenever  we  move. 

They  come  in  quite  handy,  killing  rats  etc. 

The  Germans  seem  to  have  run  their  heads  against  a  stone 
wall,  down  Verdun  way.  They  must  have  suffered  terrible  losses. 
Well  if  they  keep  that  up  we  will  he  home  all  the  sooner. 

I  don*t  know  Y/hat  has  happened  to  the  "Globe",  I  have  not 
received  any  papers,  except  those  sent  from  home,  for  a  long 
time.  I  can*t  think  what  has  become  of  them. 

I  received  quite  a  flock  of  mail  before  we  came  into  the 
trenches  this  time,  including  socks  etc,  which  were  fine.  Mrs. 
Scotts  box  arrived  very  opportunely.  Our  rations  were  late  in 
coming  up,  so  we  had  quite  a  feed.  Bud  was  away  but  I  will 
turn  over  the  next  box  that  comes,  to  him. 

Well  Mother  I  think  I  will  stop  now  as  there  really  is 
nothing  much  doing  and  very  little  news  out  here  now,  so  I 
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will  stop. 


I  hope  everyone  is  in  the  "best  of  health  at  home  and  you 
have  quite  recovered  from  your  attack  of  Grippe.  We  are  all 
in  the  best  of  health  and  are  going  strong. 

Love  to  all  at  home. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 
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Belgium,  March  13th,  1916, 


Dear  Father :- 

Still  on  the  job  and  signalling  misses  to  Fritz,  although 
I  must  say  he  was  very  decent  with  us  in  our  last  tour.  We  got 
very  few  shells  and  only  small  ones  at  that.  It  was  pretty 
rotten  weather,  snow  and  cold  hut  Fritz  could  not  observe  what 
he  was  doing,  so  he  desisted.  To-day  has  been  a  beautiful  day. 
Just  like  spring.  I  hope  the  decent  weather  has  set  in,  but 
you  never  can  tell  what  the  deuce  it  will  do  next.  When  you  go 
out  in  the  morning  you  cannot  tell  whether  to  take  your  fur  coat 
or  your  B.D.Vs  along. 

A  parcel  arrived  from  Mrs.  Scott  to-day.  In  it  were  apples, 
chicken* s,  cake  etc,  a.nd  it  sure  looked  good.  However,  it  was 
Bud's  turn,  so  I  handed  it  over  to  him,  but  managed  to  steal 
an  apple  from  him  while  doing  it.  To-day  it  was  just  like  Spring, 
a  nice  warm  sun,  and  all  the  boys  were  out,  with  their  skirts 
off,  busily  engaged  in  cleaning  the  aforesaid  skirts  of  their 
surpulous  inhabitants.  It  is  indeed  a  stirring  sight.  We  have 
working  parties  nearly  every  night,  which  means  a  muddy  plod  up 
to  the  front  line,  fill  sand  bags,  repair  trenches  etc.  Some 
of  the  boys  are  expressing  the  fear  that  there  will  be  no  more 
of  Belgium  after  the  war.  They  think  that  the  country  will  be 
in  sand  bags. 

We  are  getting  our  line  in  a  good  state  of  defence  in  order 
to  make  things  as  lively  as  possible  for  Fritz,  if  he  ever  comes 
over.  In  the  meantime  we  may  go  over  and  pay  him  a  visit  one  of 


these  fine  nights 


There  are  all  sorts  of  rumours  going  around  about  what  is 
going  to  happen  to  us  all.  The  latest  is  that  we  are  going  to 
move  soon,  where  to,  the  Lord  only  knows,  and  maybe  Brigade 
Staff.  They  say  a  change  is  as  good  as  a  rest.  It  will  be 
a  rotten  rest  if  we  are  changed  into  Ypres.  Lord  forbid. 

Poor  old  Fritz  has  had  some  terrible  losses  around  Verdun. 
The  more  the  merrier  -  for  us. 

I  tell  you  our  respect  for  the  French  soldier  has  gone  up. 
All  the  boys  consider  that  the  French  are  just  about  it.  They 
certainly  are  putting  up  a  great  scrap  and  for  optimism  -  you 
can’t  beat  them. 

We  have  a  gramaphone  in  our  Company  now,  and  believe  me  it 
is  working  overtime.  Just  at  present  she  is  grinding  out 
"II  Trovotore",  Swanee  River"  a  few  of  the  latest  music  hall  hits 
Rule  Brittannia.  Quite  a  mixture.  Every  time  the  artillery  let 
go  a  few  rounds,  the  needle  jumps  four  lines.  It  is  not 
altogether  harmonious,  but  as  long  as  it  keeps  going  -  O.E. 

This  tuned  music  is  about  all  we  get  out  here  (except  the  pipes, 
of  course)  and  we  certainly  appreciate  it. 

Captain  Accland,  the  O.C.  of  our  Company  is  threatened  with 
a  job  back  in  Canada.  I  hope  he  gets  it,  he  deserves  it.  He 
has  been  here  for  a  year  now,  and  a  year  is  too  much  for  anybody. 

I  am  afraid  that  Colonel  Marshall  does  not  get  the  Brigade. 
Maybeeit  is  just  as  well  for  us,  but  it  must  be  a  bit  of  a 
disappointment  for  him,  as  he  is  a  "regular"  and  it  means  a 
lot  for  him,  to  get  ahead  as  far  as  possible. 
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Still  the  war  is  young  yet  (hope  not)  and.  there  will  he 
lots  of  chance  for  him.  He  is  a  man  of  great  personal  bravery 

I  and  coolness  and  if  we  get  into  an  action,  his  example  will 
guarantee  that  this  regiment  will  cover  themselves  with  all 
kinds  of  glory.  One  of  our  officers  got  hit  while  out  in  front 
of  the  trench.  The  daylight  came  on  before  he  expected  it.  He 
was  brought  in  by  a  Sergt.  Binney  under  a  heavy  fire,  it  was 
a  most  gallant  action  and  I  believe  that  Binney  has  been 
recommended  for  the  Victoria  Cross.  That  is  a  pretty  hard  thing 

1 

to  get  in  this  war,  but  he  certainly  deserves  it.  He  will  get 
the  D.C.M.  anyway.  Livingstone,  the  officer  hit,  will  pull 
through  all  right. 

Well  Bather  I  guess  that  this  will  be  all  now.  I  will 
write  soon  again. 

Best  love  to  all  the  family  and  yourself. 

Your  affectionate  son. 


Ma/urice, 
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which  is  brought  by  wagon  from 
Needles,  Cal. 


LIEUT.  GERALD  MALONE. 


- uc - 


LIEUT.  MAURICE  MALONE. 


A  member  of  the  legal  firm  of  Ma¬ 
lone,  Malone  and  Long,  and  son  of 
Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  who  is  ready  for 
the  firing  line  with  the  48th  High¬ 
landers,  134th  Battalion.  His 
brother  “Mike”  Is  already  in  the 
trenches. 


Son  of  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  who  spent 
his  21st  birthday  in  the  trenches 
“somewhere  in  France,”  with  the 
15th  Battalion,  48th  Highlanders. 
He  was  a  third  vear  Varsity  man 
at  the  time  of  his  enlistment.  Fa¬ 
miliarly  known  as  “Mike”  he  was 
the  crack  goalkeeper  of  the  Var¬ 
sity  Junior  O.H.A.  champions  of 
last  year. 


Brigade  Reserve, 


Belgium,  March,  13th, 1916. 

Dear  Prank: - 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  we  are  all  still  on  the 
job,  in  spite  of  our  last  leave  to  London •  We  are  having 
wonderful  weather  to-day  anyway.  Our  last  tour  in,  however,  was 
pretty  ro  tten,  as  it  snowed  most  of  the  time  and  got  rather  cold. 

The  snow  had  the  one  advantage,  however,  of  spoiling  the  artillery 
formalities.  Mr.  Pries  could  not  observe  where  he  was  putting 
them,  so  he  gave  us  a  very  quiet  time.  To-day  the  sun  is  out,  all 
the  boys  have  their  shirts  off,  and  are  busy  spearing  the 
inhabitants  thereof.  By  all  the  dope  we  really  ought  to  begin  to 
have  fine  weather  now,  but  in  this  blooming  country  you  never  can 
tell  just  what  is  coming  off  next.  Last  time  in,  I  took  my  fur  coat 
along,  and  was  darned  glad  to  have  it.  But  coming  back  I  nearly 
roasted  to  death. 

We  have  a  cook,  now,  working  for  us,  whose  main  occupation 
in  time  of  peace  is  doing  nothing  and  taking  all  year  to  do  it  in. 

He  spent  most  of  his  time  on  the  road,  a  regular  hobo.  Never 
thinks  of  washing.  Outside  of  that,  and  a  weekly  drunk,  he  is 
a  good  cook.  Now  that  spring  is  in  the  air,  he  says  his  feet  are 
getting  itchy  and  he  wants  to  hit  the  road  again.  He  says  this  is 
the  only  job  he  ever  held  for  more  than  one  month,  and  he  cant 
get  fired  from  this  one.  He  is  some  character. 

Pritz  has  popped  a  few  over  to-day,  but  has  done  nothing 
•  but  chew  up  the  ground,  so  everybody  is  satisfied,  especially  us. 
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Just  to  make  things  more  pleasant,  we  are  "billeted  near  a 
cemetry,  ?o  we  are  cheered,  up  every  morning  by  a  funeral 
procession  or  two.  There  are  all  sorts  of  rumours  floating 
around  lately.  We  have  a  hunch  that  we  are  to  be  moved  but 
where  to  I  dont  know.  I  hope  they  keep  us  away  from.  Ypres 
anyway.  That  sure  is  one  son  of  a  gun  of  a  place  to  be  v;ished  on 
anyone.  Up  there  it  is  just  one  damn  fight  after  another. 

In  town,  the  other  day,  I  was  talking  to  Major  Morrison  of 
the  19th.  He  knew  you  and  wished  to  be  remembered  to  you.  He 
seems  to  be  pretty  darn  young  to  be  a  Major,  but  then  things  are 
different  in  the  2nd  Division. 

I  hope  we  dont  move  because  I  dont  think  that  Fritz  fancies 
coming  across  where  we  are  cow,  so  therefore  things  are  more  or 
less  peaceful,  principally  less. 

Well  I  think  I  will  close  now  as  there  is  nothing  else  in 
the  air. 

Be  good. 

Yours  in-Kai  - 

Maurice , 

(Some  time  was  had  in  London) 


4th  Canadian  Ini'.  Prig. 
March  15th ,1916. 


Dear  Mr.  Malone:- 

"  I  have  your  note  and  also  the  very  interesting 
’’letter  from  your  father.  Please  remember  me  to 
’’him  when  you  are  writing. 

”  My  recommendation  is  that  you  wai t  un  til  you 
"return  to  Toronto.  T  feel  quite  sure  you  will  feel 
"more  at  home  ana  there  will  be  no  complications. 

"At  the  same  time  a  very  good  Iriend  of  mine  is  an 
"Officer  of  "Canada"  in  London  ana  he  v,rill  be  glad 
"to  attend  to  all  the  details  if  your  wish  is  to 
"go  forward  at  once.  Leave  could  very  likely  be 
"obtained*  but  then  there  is  always  some 
"uncertainty  about  it." 


Yours  very 


4- 

o 


ruly 


"R. Kenn ie  ,  " 


I  think  he  is  right 


. 
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ALU  E  D  WITH  THE 
GORDON  HIGHLANDERS 


NOMINAL  ROLL  OP  OPPIOERS  —  March  7th,  1916. 
15th  Canadian  Infantry  Battalion. 


It. Col. 

Marshall , 

W. 

R. 

Major 

Bent , 

C. 

E. 

Major 

Forbes , 

J. 

W. 

C  ap  t  * 

Sheppard, 

D. 

c. 

Capt . 

Jago, 

W. 

w. 

Capt  • 

Utton, 

F. 

w. 

Oapt . 

Sinclair, 

A. 

J. 

Capt. 

Malone , 

W. 

p. 

Capt . 

Bickle, 

E. 

w. 

Capt . 

Ac land, 

P. 

p. 

Capt  • 

Price , 

H. 

Capt . 

Fraser, 

A. 

Lieut . 

Campbell, 

P. 

G. 

Lieut. 

Kay, 

J. 

Lieut . 

Adams , 

M. 

K. 

Lieut . 

McKee, 

H. 

T. 

Lieut. 

Hibbert, 

E. 

Lieut. 

Daviaon, 

J. 

A. 

Lieut . 

Girvan, 

J. 

P. 

Lieut. 

Grant , 

D. 

M. 

Lieut. 

Wheadon , 

T. 

R. 

Lieut . 

Malone, 

M. 

E. 

Lieut . 

Brown, 

R. 

A. 

Lieut. 

Stevenson, 

R. 

W. 

Lieut . 

Denholm, 

A. 

Lieut . 

Futche£ 

A. 

c. 

Lieut . 

Watson, 

G. 

A. 

Lieut. 

Scott, 

c. 

D. 

Hon. Capt 

.Duguid, 

J. 

T. 

Hon .Capt 

♦Mabee , 

0. 

H. 

Hon. Capt .Hall, 

G  • 

W. 

Attached  Officers: 

Lieut ♦ 

Pepall, 

H. 

G  • 

Lieut. 

Brookfield 

,  s. 

W. 

Lieut. 

Botterill , 

E. 

s. 

Lieut. 

Wilson, 

H. 

M. 
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Field, 


March  21,  1916 


Dear  Mr,  Malone:- 


"  After  a  talk  with  Maurice  last  night,  (?/e  are  sharing  the 

"same  Dugout  at  present),  I  decided  to  drop  you  a  line,  feeling 
’’that  you  would  "be  interested  to  know,  that  there  are  a  good  many 
’’Masons  in  this  Battalion,  Major  Bent,  Acting  O.C.  is  a  P.M, 
"from  N ova  Scotia,  Major  Forbes  is  also  a  Member  of  the  Craft 
"from  Winnipeg.  I  am  a  P.M,  of  St.  Georges  No.  88,  Owen  Sound, 
"and  there  are  several  other  Officers,  and  quite  a  few  Sergts. 
"and  men  MMS . 

"  Shortly  after  the  1st  Division  landed  in  England,  I  had  the 
"pleasure  of  attending  a  dinner  given  by  Canada  lodge,  London. 
"This  brought  us  together  and  proved  that  Masonry  was  strong 
"in  the  Contingent,  Of  course,  we  all  know  you  by  reputation 
"and  you  can  be  assured  that  your  boy  will  be  well  looked  after.  ” 


lours  fraternally, 

W. P . Malone ,  Cap  t • 


46th  Highlanders  cf  Canada. 


Belgium,  March  19th, 1916 


Bear  Bather; 

At  last  the  Canadian  Mail  has  arrived.  We  have  been  for 
nearly  three  weeks  without  word  from  home,  I  don’t  know  what 
happened  to  it  all,  "but  anyway  it  has  now  arrived  in  a  hunch. 

Your  letters  of  the  21st,  27th,  clippings  from  the  news  papers, 
pies  and  socks.  We  are  in  the  trenches  just  at  present  so  the 
pies  came  in  very  handy,  and  were  enjoyed  by  everyone  present,  who 
claimed  that  they  were  absolutely  the  best  yet.  Fritz  is  busy 
straffing  some  one  down  the  line,  but  as  none  of  his  shells  are 
coming  particularly  close  we  are  not  worrying.  They  tell  us  that 
this  will  be  our  last  trip  in  these  trenches.  We  are  due  for 
a  move,  I  expect  we  will  move  north  back  to  the  old  stamping 
grounds  where  the  boys  had  a  hot  time  last  Spring.  You  mentioned 
in  your  letter  of  a  reported  German  concentration  behind  Messines 
ArniCntieres  line.  As  long  as  they  hold  off  their  attack  for  a 
week  or  so,  they  can  go  to  it  as  much  as  they  like.  I  expect 
by  that  time  we  will  be  having  troubles  of  our  own  in  our  new 
line. 

I  received  letters  from  Gamey  Stratton  and  Jim  Blackey  last 
night.  They  are  both  out  here  now,  and  I  must  see  them  whenever 
I  get  the  chance.  Bud  is  in  reserve  trenches  just  at  present 
but  will  be  up  with  his  merry  gang  of  cut  throats  in  a  few  days 

to  relieve  us. 

I  received  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Scott  last  night.  They  are 
moving  to  186  Kingston  Road,  Merton  Park,  Wimble ton.  I  am  glad 
that  they  are  going  to  stay  in  London,  as  it  is  nice  to  have 
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somewhere  to  go  to  when  on  leave,  Mrs,  Macdonald  sent  me 
clippings  from  all  the  Toronto  papers,  telling  of  the  game  "between 
St,  Andrews  and  Belleville,  The  hoys  evidently  got  robbed  of 
the  group.  Those  things  do  happen.  Glad  to  hear  that  Gerry  is 
getting  along  so  well  with  his  fellows  in  the  134th.  I  would 
have  liked  to  have  been  at  the  dinner  they  had.  It  must  have 
been  some  affair.  All  you  people  at  home  seem  to  take  the  Verdun 
affair  too  seriously.  Out  here  everybody  is  quite  cheerful  about 
it  all.  The  French  areholding  them  and  are  inflicting  terrible 
losses.  They  figure  that  the  losses  are  about  3  to  1.  The  Germans 
on  the  big  end.  They  can't  keep  on  making  those  attacks  and  last 
very  long.  Verdun  itself  is  evidently  in  no  danger.  Our  official 
Communiques  (comics)  tell  us  that  Sir  Douglas  Haig  offered  help 
but  Pater  Joffre  informed  him  that  he  could  handle  the  Huns  very 
nicely.  Out  here  we  have  very  great  confidence  in  the  French 
and  especially  in  Joffre.  Don't  believe  all  you  read  in  the  papers, 
especially  when  they  come  from  the  States,  or  news  such  as  Sam 
told  the  House  about  the  Canadians  retaking  lost  trenches - Wind. 

Well  I  must  stop  now. 

Best  love  to  Mother,  Gerald  and  yourself. 

I  remain, 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice , 
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March  24th, 191 6, 


Dear  Father:  - 

I  was  very  fortunate  last  night,  drew  three  letters  from 
the  mail.  Yours  of  March  5th  and  9th*  also  a  letter  from  Frank, 
and  one  from  the  Bank  of  Montreal  telling  me  that  my  March  pay 
has  Been  deposited,  which  bit  of  information  was  very  pleasing. 

We  don't  spend  very  much  out  here  and  in  consequence  we 
accumulate  quite  a  wad,  but  when  we  get  to  town  or  on  leave  we  so^| 
of  spread  ourselves,  in  consequence  we  are  generally  bust  when  we 
get  back. 

It  is  very  peculiar  in  London,  we  absolutely  lose  all  sense 
of  the  value  of  money.  One  pound  Sterling  assumes  the  value  of 
about  one  dollar.  It  is  only  once  in  three  months  that  we  have 
a  chance  to  let  her  rip,  so,  as  a  rule  we  do  it.  That  is  one  thing 
about  this  war,  we  don’t  have  any  financial  worries. 

I  don’t  know  whether  I  answered  your  letters  of  Feb.  20th 
and  2?th  or  not,  but  as  I  have  them  on  hand,  I'll  do  it  now. 

Old  John  Currie  certainly  told  the  boys  where  and  how  to 
get  off.  You  know  I  am  rather  under  the  opinion  that  some 
people  to  whom  it  would  be  an  advantage,  started  the  whole  row. 

John  evidently  was  more  of  a  politician  than  a  soldier.  The 
Sergeant  Major  of  our  Company  swears  up  and  down  that  the  stories 
of  the  Colonel  being  behind  the  lines  in  safety  are  absolutely 
false.  He  was  with  the  support  line  of  his  regiment,  where  he 
ought  to  have  been.  I  don't  like  to  hear  people  talking  about 
him,  because  it  does  not  kelp  the  name  of  the  Highlanders  any,  and 
I  am  glad  that  the  Colonel  has  cleared  himself. 


» 


Poor  Gerry,  I  don’t  envy  him  and  his  Typhoid  innoculation. 
Once  in  a  life  time  is  enough,  hut  I  guess  it  is  a  most  necessary 
thing,  because  the  water  over  here  is  just  about  green  in  color, 
and  tastes  -  -  -  well  words  can’t  describe  it* 

When  I  was  in  England  I  visited  one  of  the  hospitals  and 
saw  Evan  Ryrie.  Poor  chap,  he  has  had  a  pretty  rotten  time  of 
it,  but  I  guess  he  will  pick  up  when  he  gets  hack  to  Canada# 

Uncle  Dune  must  have  had  some  tea  party.  Some  sight,  every¬ 
body  flopping  around  in  kilts,  I  hope  nobody  slipped  on  the 
polished  floor,  I  did  not  mind  wearing  them  myself  when  on 
leave.  We  expect  to  get  back  into  kilts  sometime  next  month. 

If  we  are  to  fight  we  must  have  our  kilts.  Personally  I  would 
just  as  soon  wear  britches.  Kilts  are  too  liable  to  become 
populated.  By  the  time  you  get  this  letter  we  may  be  right  in 
it.  looks  like  Ypres  Salient.  Nevertheless  this  bunch  of 
Presbyterian  cut  throats  know  how  to  look  after  themselves* 

Just  at  present  I  am  down  at  the  Battalion  Transport,  about 
five  miles  hack.  The  regiment  comes  out  to-night,  goes  hack  ot 
rest  billets  for  four  days  and  then  moves  on.  Some  English 
regiments  are  taking  over  from  us,  so  they  spent  the  night  in 
the  trenches.  So  Bud  and  I  were  given  a  days  holiday. 

I  wrote  to  Frank  yesterday  and  told  him  all  the  news,  and 
strange  to  say  got  one  from  him  last  night.  I  had  quite  a  talk 
with  Capt.  Malone.  He  is  an  enthusiast,  in  regards  to  Masonary, 
and  kept  me  awake  until  the  wee  sma'  hours  telling  me  all  about 
you  and  his  lodge. 
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I  am  in  the  best  of  health  only  troubled  a  bit  with 

"Verminwerrf ers ’’  as  the  boys  call  them.  I  expect  to  get  a  good 

■ 

bath  in  a  few  days  and  a  change  of  clothes  so  I  will  he  Q.K. 

The  other  night  I  had  a  working  party  out  just  behind  the 
front  line.  The  strays  were  coming  over  pretty  thick.  One 
smacked  right  in  among  a  bunch  but  fortunately  did  no  harm.  As 
the  shot  was  low  the  boys  were  quite  put  out  because  it  had  not 
hit  them,  but  the  next  one  that  came  oyer  was  by  their  heads. 

They  were  not  so  enthusiastic  then  about  getting  a  "blighty." 

It  really  is  remarkable  what  pranks  a  shell  will  play.  One 
made  a  direct  hit  on  a  dug-out.  One  man  was  killed,  two  wounded 
and  two  thrown  completely  out  but  without  a  scratch  on  them.  The 
dug-out  was  about  4'  x  6’. 

Well  Father  I  guess  I  had  better  quit  now  as  I  have  rambled 
quite  a  lot.  We  have  just  received  a  draft  of  men  from  the  92nd. 
They  look  like  very  fine  men. 

Well  Good  Bye, 

Best  love  to  Mother,  Yourself  and  Gerald, 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice , 


. 

. 

, 


\ 


, 


. 


. 


. 

March  22nd,  1916. 


Dear  Frank:- 

As  usual  everything  going  O.K.  although  they  gave  us  a 
scare  last  night.  A  "big  gang  of  Germans  started  to  take  a 
Constitutional  in  "between  the  line  about  2  A.M.  in  the  morning 
and  sort  of  got  our  wind  up.  T  happened  to  "be  in  Reserve  trenches 
with  No.  4  Company,  («apt.  Malone  was  in  charge)  when  we  got 
the  oraer  to  "stand  to”  he  "beat  me  to  the  rum  jar  by  one  jump. 

We  all  thought  that  we  were  going  to  fight  sure  but  nothing  doing. 

I  did  not  go  into  the  front  line  this  time  as  I  am  a  bit  lame, 

/ 

wore  all  the  skin  off  my  heels,  so  I  stayed  in  reserve  until 
our  Company  came  out.  Thats  where  we  are  now,  but  expect  to 
go  out  in  a  cou  >le  of  days.  We  are  making  a  move  after  this  tour, 
some  Fnglish  Division  is  taking  over  from  us.  I  expect  we  will 
go  back  to  the  old  stamping  ground  of  last  spring.  Hot  stuff. 

T  caused  a  small  riot  to-night.  I  felt  a  bit  itchy  so  I 
read  my  shirt  and  found  some  companions.  This  got  the  rest  of 
the  gang  uneasy  so  at  the  present  moment,  the  O.C.  Company,  2nd 
in  Command  and  two  subalterns  are  busily  engaged  checking  things 
over.  I  have  everybody  scratching  now.  Just  like  a  herd  of 
monkeys . 

We  think  that  friend  Fritz  pulled  off  a  relief  the  other 
night  and  ran  in  a  bunch  of  Prussians  on  us.  They  pounded 
blooming  ’ell  out  of  us.  But  I  think  they  are  tamed  now,  they 
have  not  let  out  a  chirp  since  the  boys,  about  seven  miles  back, 
opened  out  on  them  with  a  walloping  12"  naval  gun.  Fritz’s 
parapet  looked  like  a  seive  when  the  dust  blew  away.  Bo  everything 
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is  again  peaceful  on  the  Western  Front,  Being  in  reserve  I  v/as 
in  a  position  to  thoroughly  enjoy  the  show  outside  of  dodging 
a  bit  of  shrapnel,  I  am  afraid  that  we  will  see  a  bit  of  rough 
stuff  now,  Fritz  can't  make  many  more  attacks  like  the  last 
one  at  Verdun.  Fveryone  is  delighted  at  the  way  in  which  the 
Frenchmen  held  them.  You  won't  be  able  to  beat  them  now,  they 
seem  to  have  the  idea  that  they  can  trim  the  Bosche  any  time 
they  like. 

Well  Frank  I  guess  I  will  quit  now  as  there  is  no  more  news. 

Hang  on  going  around  the  corners  and  keep  your  head  down. 


Your  affectionate  brother. 


Belgium,  April  2nd,  1916. 


My  dear  Father  and  Mother: - 

I  really  must  apologise  for  not  writing  to  you  sooner,  hut 
really  this  last  week  we  have  been  so  busy  that  we  have  not  had 
much  chance  to  do  anything  hut  eat,  when  we  could  and  sleex:),  if 
we  could.  We  have  moved  from  our  old  line  and  are  now  in  it. 

"It”  stands  for  the  most  God-forsaken  wilderness  I  was  ever  in, 
and  also  the  warmest  spot  on  the  whole  line.  But  as  our  Brigade 
has  the  name  for  being  not  only  efficient  but  careful,  I  guess 

t 

we  will  be  alright. 

I  received  the  parcels  from  home  all  O.K.  socks  and  biscuits 
and  believe  me  they  were  good.  I  also  received  the  letter  with 
the  money  in  it,  and  in  celebration  thereof,  I  went  into 
Bailleul  (we  have  left  there  so  I  can  tell  about  it)  and  bought 

} 

two  bottles  of  champagne  and  brought  them  back  to  our  mess. 

So  we  had  something  to  wet  our  whistles  with  in  celebration  of 
the  great  event  (my  birthday). 

Mrs.  Scott  sent  me  a  dandy  big  Birthday  cake,  which  is 
/  due  to  be  breached  to-day. 

Just  at  present  I  am. sitting  out  in  the  sun,  which  thank 
the  Lord  we  see  quite  often  now,  the  guns  have  been  unusually 
active  for  the  last  few  days  and  every  one  is  a  bit  uneasy  and 
restless.  The  Germans  attacked  five  separate  lines  the  other 
night  but  met  with  no  success,  so  I  expect  that  is  what  all  the 
cannonading  is  about.  We  have  been  sleeping  in  our  clothes  back 
here,  waiting  for  a  call,  but  the  boys  up  in  front  had  no 
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difficulty  in  handling  Mr,  Fritz. 

T  guess  this  is  the  strangest  "birthday  I  have  ever  had 
and  if  I  am  not  a  man  now  after  five  months  of  this,  I  don't 
think  X  ever  will  he. 

Five  months  is  almost  enough  for  anybody  but  I  suppose  a 
little  while  longer  will  see  it  through,  so  there  is  no  need 

of  complaint. 

Yesterday  the  Colonel  and  a  number  of  Officers,  myself 
among  them,  went  up  to  the  front  line.  X  was  detailed  with  one 
sergeant  for  a  separate  job,  and  had  not  left  the  party  for  ten 
minutes  before  they  were  badly  shelled.  Two  sergeants  were 
'wounded  but  the  rest  got  away  without  a  scratch.  How  they  did 
it,  I  don't  know.because  three  burst  of  shrapnel  went  right 
amongst  them.  An  Officer  of  the  58th  (I  don't  know  -who  it  was) 
was  wounded  by  the  same  burst.  I  think  the  lord  must  look 
after  the  48th,  or  else  they  are  mighty  lucky. 

We  were  on  the  move  the  other  day,  sun  shining,  pipes 
playing  and  everyone  was  feeling  happy.  The  spirit  of  the  men 
is  even  better  now  than  ever.  Winter  seems  to  have  gone,  with 
all  its  discomforts  and  Lord  forbid  that  I  should  ever  spend 
another  winter  like  the  last  one.  It  was  pretty  tough  at  times 
but  it  looks  as  if  there  were  better  days  ahead. 

The  other  day  a  party  of  Northumberland  Fusiliers  made  an 
attack,  which  was  most  successful.  I  saw  them  coming  out 
afterwards.  They  had  carried  two  lines  and"dug  in”  afterwards 
and  undergone  a  heavy  shelling.  They  were  covered,  from  head  to 
foo  t  with  mud  and  practically  slept  as  they  marched  out.  One 
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chap,  an  Officer,  was  walking  along,  supported  on  "both  sides  by 
soldiers »  he  was  sound  asleep.  They  evidently  had  had  gome 

time . 

I  ran  across  the  58th  yesterday  and  they  are  beginning  to 
find  their  feet  and  will  make  real  soldiers. 

Well  I  think  I  had  be  bier  close  now  as  there  is  no  thing 
more  bo  tell  about,  I  sincerely  hojje  that  my  next  birthday 
will  he  spent  at  home. 

Good  Bye  and  God  bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son. 


Maurice , 
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April  4th,  1916, 

Dear  Mo  iher: - 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  everything  is  fine.  We  are 
in  the  trenches  now  doing  our  turn  hut  will  he  out  again  in  a  few 
days,  .Fritz  is  sniping  away  merrily  and  we  can  hear  his  bullets 
snipping  against  our  parapet.  As  long  as  he  keeps  on  hitting  the 
parapet  everything  is  lovely  as  he  is  doing  no  harm  to  anybody. 

I  am  due  to  go  on  duty  in  about  an  hour.  That  means  that  I  have 
to  go  strolling  up  and  down  the  trench,  seeing  that  everything  is 
alright,  and  that  Fritz  does  not  slip  anything  over  on  us.  Sounds 
awfully  important  but  as  a  rule  it  proves  to  be  a  very  tiresome  job, 
especially  when  you  are  on  from  one  o*clock  until  four  in  the 
morning.  Everything  was  very  quiet  to-day  and  Fritz  acted  very 
nicely, 

I  received  letters  from  home  dated  March  13th.  and  19th  just 
before  we  moved  off  for  the  line. 

We  have  been  having  most  wonderful  weather  lately,  just  like 
summer  at  home,  not  too  hot.  I  was  lying  out  in  a  field,  reading 
a  magazine,  the  farmers  were  ploughing  the  fields,  and  away  in  the 
distance  was  that  historic  City  we  all  know  so  much  about.  It 
is  absolutely  in  ruins,  but  nevertheless  very  very  beautiful. 
Everything  looked  so  peaceful  and  beautiful  that  it  was  hard  to 
believe  that  there  was  a  war  on,  but  then  all  of  a  sudden  the  guns 
started  and  made  such  an  awful  row  that  it  certainly  brought  things 
down  again  to  the  mess  that  this  country  is  in. 

Around  the  firing  line,  the  country  locks  absolutely  barren 
and  deserted.  All  the  houses  are  smashed  or  broken  to  pieces,  old 
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crops  and  rank  weeds  grow  ail  over  the  fields.  It  makes 
-one  feel  very  lonely  to  see  it  all,  and  it  is  awful  to  see  what 
a  year  of  war  can  do  to  a  country.  Nevertheless  there  seems  to 

■t 

he  quite  a  feeling  amongst  us  all,  that  it  will  he  all  over  before 
the  fall.  I  certainly  hope  that  it  will  prove  to  he  true. 

I  Well  Mother  I  think  I  will  quit  now  as  time  is  pretty  nearly 

!  up  and  I  must  he  on  the  job. 

Best  love  to  yourself  and  all  the  family. 

Your  loving  son, 

Maurice » 


April  4th,  1916s 


Dear  Frank:- 

Received  your  very  welcome  letter  and  "Mutt  and  Jeffs"  the 
other  night,  and  certa.inl3r  was  glad  to  hear  that  everything  is 
going  on  so  well.  I  received  a  flock  of  letters  from  everybody  at 
home  on  and  before  my  birthday.  Mrs.  Scott  sent  over  a  walloping 
big  cake,  and  Father  sent  me  100  francs.  The  100  francs  or  part 
of  it  was  invested  in  some  champagne,  so  you  see  we  did  the  thing 
in  s  tyle . 

Berlin  evidently  ga^re  Aura  lee  the  scare  of  their  sweet 
lives  in  Toronto.  Worse  than  last  year.  lord  I  would  have  liked 
to  have  seen  that  game.  It  must  have  been  awfully  exciting. 

We  are  now  having  the  time  of  our  young  lives.  We  are  at 
the  big  war  and  so  far  have  found  it  "nae  so  worse."  I  am  afraid 
that  we  will  have  to  train  Fritz,  he  has  been  having  things  his 
own  way  too  much.  The  ’’Bull"  Durham  light  Infantry  who  held 
these  trenches  before,  evidently  were  afraid  to  sneeze  for  fear 
of  getting  straffed.  Fritz  was  straffing  everybody  with  his 
snipers  and  getting  away  with  it. 

When  we  arrived  one  of  our  fellows  crav/led  out  and  got  in 
front  about  20  yds  from  Fritz  and  sniped  a  couple  of  them. 

They  were  shocked  to  say  the  least. 

Well  I  guess  I  will  quit  now.  Be  good. 

Best  regards  to  you  and  Mib. 

Yours  in  -Kai- 


Belgium,  April  14th, 1916, 


Dear  Father 

Received  in  last  nights  mail  a  whole  lot  of  papers  from 
Toronto.  Saturday  Nights  etc,  also  two  Globes  which  are  the 
first  I  have  received  for  a  very  long  time.  The  mail  over  here, 
however  ,  is  very  erratic  and  sometimes  we  go  for  weeks  without 
any  mail  at  all,  and  then  it  all  comes  in  a  bunch.  We  are  still 
out  in  rest  billets  but  expect  to  go  back  into  the  trenches  in  a 
couple  of  days.  All  our  system  of  reliefs,  so  many  days  in 
and  out,  seems  to  have  been  put  out  of  gear  and  we  are  not  quite 
sure  ourselves  how  long  we  will  be  in  or  how  long  out. 

The  weather  is  still  ne  ither  one  thing  or  another.  One 
day  it  will  be  fine  and  the  next  rain,  snow  or  any  darn  thing  at 
all.  While  we  have  been  in  billets,  we  have  been  drilling, 
bayonet  fighting,  and  checking  over  our  equipment.  There  is  nothing 
very  exciting  or  strenuous  to  do,  but  there  is  a  fairly  decent 
little  town  not  far  away,  so  when  we  get  the  chance  we  slide  in 
and  check  things  over.  The  other  night  we  were  in,  and  went  to 
the  theatre.  The  performance  was  called  "Fancies"  and  the  actors 
were  all  members  of  the  Guards.  It  was  one  of  the  cleverest  things 
I  have  ever  seen.  Then  we  heard  the  band  of  the  Coldstream’s 
play,  which  certainly  was  worth  going  a  long  way  to  hear.  After 
that  we  went  to  a  little  restuarant  and  had  dinner.  Our  friends 
the  Belgians  certainly  can  cook,  no  matter  what  else  their 
failings  may  be.  Talking  of  dinners,  last  night  we  had  a 
regimental  dinner  with  all the  frills,  Pipers,  orchestra  etc.  etc. 
and  we  certainly  had  a  good  time.  We  had  an  orchestra  of  one 


iv  .a<  to  Joi  e  .rtf:  a  i  eSi!>iin  f&*I  nl  bsviao?! 

•  S .,  »  -v  is  •  :  *■  •  ••? 

lijsrr  ad?  %s»rrri^  *no  is?  A  ict  bsviao9i  sr  .rr  I  Ja^il 

r.iir  .:  ?5w  *io*  c$  f»w  aamUeircs  bn*  oilfi-ns  x****  a  1  .  nSTWorf 

.  ••  ,ryrt'^  «■  H'  !*  '  ’  r  i  w;  ■'?-  :  »«•"..*  »  «3  r  ' 

■  ■  -  "  . 

, . .  •  •  '  A  •  T?  '  0  ‘  "  :u<  0 

„  '  i  •  ’  '  • 

'  -  -  j  •  *  •••'-*  -  ■  ’  *  i  i?  - :  .  ’  :  t 

,  1  *  ,  "  %  ^  <d-'r  arc-  b1'  ■'• 

. 

' 

r  'blXs  '  '  eor  >  a/ . J  e?  n*i£*  o«  ,  (-jswa  *ust  Jon  rtwcd  aXJJJI 

•  .  .  •  ~  T  .  '  •  ■  1 

h  >  '  ;  • '  ’  *•  -f  rr  .  •-  \  -.v 

.  *  .  • 

’  -  ;  '  r  -  C*  5  1  Ii*>'  -J  '  T  ,f? P9*  '©  -  I 

.  ■  •  '■  •  -  I  ; 

-  •;  .  •  ■  .  '  •  .  i  0  i V  .'  :  jnJ 

. 

*  "  ,  •  •  .  *  11  t>  T  ; 


I  don’t  know  where  they 


fiddle,  one  banjo,  two  mandolins, 
found  the  talent  but  they  did.  It  is  wonderful  what  one  can 
do  with  a  battalion.  Ho  matter  what  you  want  youcan  always  find 
it,  even  if  it  is  from  a  cobbler  to  a  preacher  you  can  always 
get  your  man. 

I  noticed  in  the  Star  Weekly  of  March  18th  a  picture  of  the 
79th  Battalion,  all  equipped  in  the  leather  "Oliver”  equipment. 
That  is  absolutely  the  worst  graft  I  ever  heard  of.  They  are 
fitted  out  with  that  stuff  just  before  they  leave  for  England. 

As  soon  as  they  get  there  the  stuff  is  put  aside  and  the  men  are 
re-equipped  with  the  "Webb"  equipment.  That  "Oliver”  stuff  is 
cruel  and  is  mighty  hard  on  the  men  and  is  not  a  patch  on  the 
Webb.  It  looks  like  a  big  game  of  graft.  The  kitchen  limbers 
are  a  crime  also.  A  lot  of  patriotic  people  are  presenting  these 
kitchens  to  battalions  leaving  for  England.  As  soon  as  they  get 
there  the  kitchens  are  taken  away  and  British  Army  kitchens 
substituted.  They  have  go  many  Canadian  Camp  kitchens  in 
Shorncliffe  they  dont  know  what  to  do  with  them  all.  It  is  too 
darn  bad  that  money  is  being  thrown  away  in  that  manner.  They 
claim  that  the  kitchens  brought  over  from  Canada  will  not  stand 
the  strain. 

To-night  I  am  detailed  to  go  up  with  a  working  party  to  the 
front  line.  That  means  that  we  will  probably  be  out  all  night, 
putting  Belgium  into  sand  bags,  and  incidentally  dodging  strays 
which  come  over  the  front  line.  It  is  a  very  pleasant  thought 
but  its  all  in  the  game  and  has  to  be  done. 
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I  hope  you  and  Mother  had  a  good  time  in  Atlantic  City  and 
I  hope  that  you  will  feel  a  lot  better  after  your  short  holiday. 

I  sun  enclosing  a  card,  with  the  names  of  all  the  officers 
of  the  battalion.  It  was  my  place  card,  at  the  dinner  last 

w 

night,  and  I  sent  it  around  and  got  all  the  signatures.  I 
thought  that  it  would  be  rather  a  nice  thing  to  keep. 

I  saw  Gerald* s  picture  in  the  paper  ,  with  his  platoon. 

They  are  a  husky  looking  bunch,  as  far  as  I  could  tell  by  the 
picture. 

Well  I  must  close  now  as  there  is  very  little  news. 

Eest  love  to  Mother,  Yourself  and  all  the  family. 

God  Bless  You. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice. 

P.S. 

Monk  Tuck  and  Tiffy  Findley  dropped  around  to  see  Bud 
and  me  yesterday.  They  are  with  the  Trench  Mortar  Batteries 
of  the  2nd  Division. 


a!*  -.ait  l  til  sai It  bocg  b.s  -'  istWoJ!  bn*  40^.  »qoii'  I 


'*0'  srfa  r  at  i»Jta  JoX  4  last  Uh  uo-t  Jartt  a.-orf  I 


^0  9rf-  Hi*  ^3  -iBm fj  3  j  j  ^i  v  ,blj f3  ^  >,al«0ls;fI9  HUB  I 


OfiXq  -;ia  saw  »l  .noiX*? 

*  ’®:  ia  :  IX*  log  boa  baud*  Ji  I  bna 

•I*®*  oi  ■:  .  j-  ;«a  ri^oili 


.  'OJ.iXq  air.  rf*i*  ,  I3q*q  »rf*  ni  aiuiolq  B*bX*T;»0  Wfia  X 


b  0  0  J  as  "'l  A  ’’  -  i3  tlforii/cf  ^(ll^ocl  ’  £  $*!£  '  8  <{T 


V 


-  — 


a 


•  » 

i? j  t  i  f  si  •TSri  ta  won  aaolj  I  'feW 


*  i  i-'  £*  r.  'ta  lianool  .isriiolf  o*  t 

•  :Y 

•  30  3  9  Ja/IOiJ  03**41  li/Ojf 


. 


bus  }in  3t  unjOT  ,  bat  joib  \-9lonHt  cTltT  bn*  jfouf  jfncM" 

r.'l  iaJtab  taitoH  if»i»tT  *rtt  .  S1  twff  .x*M»*«wt  so  bn* 

♦  "•  •  •  ••  '*-!  '  9  *.  '  0 


POST  CARD  received  May  4th, 1916 


Dear  Motherj- 

Box  of  dates  arrived  all  O.K.  They 
certainly  were  fine.  We  have  spent  quite  a  few 
happy  days  in  this  district.  Best  love  to  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 
Maurice . 


(Scene  of  Bailleul) 
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April  25th, 1916. 

Dear  Father: - 

Your  letter  and  Mothers  of  the  2nd  and  4th  inst.  received 
the  other  night*  I  intended  to  answer  yesterday,  hut  things  so 
turned  out  that  it  was  impossible.  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  that 
you  and  Mother  have  benefited  so  much  by  your  trip*  It  is 
rather  a  shame  that  you  could  not  arrange  to  stay  longer.  I 
am  sure  that  it  would  do  you  both  worlds  of  good*  I  received 
letters  from  Aunt  Dora  and  Aunt  Gertie  the  other  day  and  intend 
answering  them  when  I  have  the  opportunity. 

To-day  has  been  rather  an  eventful  day.  We  were  billeted 
in  a  farm  house,  well  back.  This  morning  about  nine  o'clock 
they  started  in  to  straffe  us.  They  popped  a  couple  through  the 
roof,  so  we  took  it  as  more  or  less  of  a  hint  to  get  out.  We 
did.  This  afternoon  we  watched  them  shelling  a  village  quite 
close  to  us.  It  really  was  a  wonderful  sight.  They  were  using 
incendary  shells,  and  the  moment  one  struck  a  house  the  whole 
business  would  ga  up  in  flames.  I  can't  say  we  enjoyed  the 
situation,  as  we  were  too  blooming  close,  and  we  were  rather 
glad  to  clear  out  and  come  up  to  the  front  line.  The  business 
of  making  a  relief  is  quite  some  job.  We  left  our  billet  at 
dusk,  with  intervals  between  platoons,  and  started  on  our  way. 
The  roads  are  all  under  shell  fire  but  fortunately  none  came  our 
way.  Then  when  we  struck  the  communication  trenches,  what  a  ; 
jam  there  is.  With  all  our  equipment  on,  we  bulge  considerably 
and  places  where,  in  ordinary  garb  we  could  clear  quite  easily. 
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now  we  jam  absolutely.  Added  to  this,  the  battalion  we  relieve 
probably  starts  to  come  out  at  the  same  time  we  start  to  go  in. 
Then  you  ought  to  hear  the  language,  no  cabby  was  ever  in  it. 
That  is  one  thing  the  boys  can  do  out  here  and  that  is,  swear. 
Well  when  things  reach  this  stage  they  look  to  be  in  an  awful 
mess  but  it  really  is  remarkable  in  what  a  short  time  they  can 
straighten  themselves  out  and  make  themselves  comfortable. 

Just  at  present  I  am  in  a  very  "cushy"  dug-out,  time  3.20 
A.M.  We  relieved  last  night  and  are  starting  out  on  our  "trick 
When  we  finish  we  will  go  out  to  rest  billets  for  a  week.  They 
find  that  "rests"  are  necessary  in  this  part  of  the  line. 

I  was  very  amused  by  the  clippings  you  enclosed  in  your 
letter.  Believe  me  I  wasn't  watching  for  German  helmets#  I 
was  making  some  one  else  do  it,  and  making  him  use  a  periscope 
as  well. 

Oh  about  surplus ,  what  do  a  few  letters  more  or  less  matter 
Just  like  the  bugs,  you  can  be  just  as  happy  with  900,000  as 
with  a  million.  But  really  we  see  so  much  bum  spelling  while 
we  are  censoring  the  letters  of  the  men,  that  it  is  a  wonder  we 
can  spell  at  all. 

Well  it  is  getting  around  morning  now.  In  about  tv/enty 
minutes  the  word  will  be  passed  along  the  line  to  "stand  too". 
The  men  all  stand  at  their  firing  positions  and  wait  until  it 
is  quite  light  and  all  possibilities  of  attacks  have  passed. 

Then  the  officers  pass  down  the  line,  see  that  the  rum  is  issued 
and  that  everybody  gets  his  share  and  nobody  elses.  The  rifles 
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are  inspected  and  then  the  word  to  "stand  down"  is  passed  along* 
The  men  then  cook  their  breakfasts,  post  their  day  sentries 
and  turn  in* 

It  is  about  time  to  start  the  business  of  the  day,  so  I 
will  close  now* 

Best  love  to  Mother  and  yourself  and  everybody. 

Good  Bye  -  God  Bless  You. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice. 
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April  26th,  1916 


Dear  Gerry:- 

Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  the  war  is  still  on  and 
our  jobs  are  safe  for  a  little  time  longer.  We  have  been  in 
the  trenches  for  the  last  couple  of  days  and  now  that  the  warm 
days  have  started,  lord  knows  when  we  will  he  relieved.  We 
hope  in  about  a  week.  Talking  of  warm  weather,  it  has  its 
disadvantages  as  well  as  its  advantages.  We  are  in  a  trench  that 
has  had  so  much  fighting  over  it,  they  don't  quite  know  who  owns 
it,  and  in  consequence  there  are  a  lot  of  very  very  dead  people 
lying  around,  whiffing  to  beat  hell.  The  gang  in  here  before 
us  evidently  were  too  busy  to  bury  them  so  it  is  up  to  us. 

Believe  me,  I  have  been  on  pleasanter  jobs.  This  trench  has 
changed  hands  so  often  that  they  figure  that  it  is  a  waste  of 
time  putting  barbwire  in  between,  in  no-mans  land.  This  letter 
must  be  a  bit  rambling  because  I  have  been  interrupted  about 
twelve  times.  I  am  on  duty,  and  the  rest  of  the  officers  are 
pounding  their  ears.  First  someone  wanted  to  know  where  the 
trench  mortar  officer  was.  I  can't  recollect  ever  having  seen 
him.  Then  our  Grenade  officer  (  O.C. Frightfulness)  came  up 
and  informed  me  that  he  was  going  to  strafe  Fritz  with  rifle 
Grenades.  So  I  had  to  go  out  and  warn  the  boys  to  keep  their 
eyes  skinned  for  a  come  back.  And  since  that  time  I  have  been 
on  the  jump  dodging  the  aforesaid  come-back. 

The  damn  things,  you  can  see  them  coming  and  they  make 
kind  of  a  whiring  noise.  We  have  a  sentry  posted  and  as  soon 
as  he  sees  them  coming  everybody  ducks  for  a  dug-out* 
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Well  I  think  the  row  is  over  now,  hut  if  anybody  starts 
bombing  again,  1*11  bust  their  necks.  Fritz  wounded  five  of  the 
boys  this  time,  andby  Gosh  that  is  more  than  we  can  afford.  I 
was  damn  nearly  na-pu-ed,  I  just  got  under  cover  and  the  blinking 
thing  bust  at  my  feet.  Too  damn  close  to  be  pleasant. 

There  ie  a  wood  right  behind  us  and  it  is  the  queerest  place 
you  ever  saw.  All  the  trees  are  clipped  off  about  twenty  feet 
from  the  ground  and  just  sticking  up  like  a  bunch  of  posts* 

Fritz  certainly  has  pruned  them  to  the  Kings  taste.  Their  are 
quite  a  number  of  graves  and  such  like  pleasant  things  sticking 
around  here,  Belgians.  French,  English,  and  Lord  knows  what  all. 
There  is  a  grave  of  a  spy  at  our  last  billet.  They  shot  him, 
a  Frenchman,  pushed  him  into  a  shell  hole,  and  over  him  they 
have  the  inscription,  ’’Here  lies  a  man,  too  low  for  Christian 
Burial”.  The  Bedfords  did  the  trick.  Oh,  it  is  a  lovely  country 
alright. 

Another  interesting  land  mark  in  our  little  home  is  an 
English  aeroplane,  right  against  our  parapet.  It  was  hit  above 
the  line,  the  tail  shot  away  and  down  she  came.  The  pilot  and 
his  observer  were  killed,  but  they  could  not  get  them  because 
the  trench  at  this  point  is  only  forty  yards  apart,  so  we  sapped 
out  under  the  parapet  and  fished  them  out.  Uot  a  very  pleasant 
job.  But  enough  of  all  this  frightfulness,  blood,  murder  and 
des  truction. 

I  guess  you  must  be  having  pretty  fair  weather  at  home  now, 
and  that  will  mean  plenty  of  work  for  you.  Mimpes,  an  officer 
of  the  92nd  was  with  us  for  about  a  month,  but  got  ”blighty" 
yesterday.  As  nice  a  crack  in  the  ankle  as  anyone  could  ask 
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for.  Rifle  grenade  again.  Believe  me,  I  avoid  them  as  a  pest, 
they  are  not  a  damn  hit  healthy. 

I  received  letters  from  Mother  and  Father  this  week  and  they 
seemed  to  he  well  and  prospering.  It  is  a  pity  they  don't  stay 
longer  at  Atlantic  City  and  have  a  rest. 

I  have  been  reading  this  letter  over  and  it  sounds  most 
awful  blood  thirsty,  hut  things  are'nt  as  had  as  they  sound.  It 
makes  us  mad  to  lose  the  men  hut  we  can’t  help  feeling  that  they 
are  well  out  of  it.  Most  of  the  cases  to-day  will  put  the  hoys 
down  South  for  a  couple  of  months  and  give  them  a  good  rest. 

Lord  knows  most  of  them  need  it.  Believe  me,  though  I  never 
came  so  close  to  having  that  part  of  my  anatomy  shot  off,  that 
part  I  sit  on,  as  I  did  with  that  blasted  grenade  a  few  minutes 
ago. 

Well  I  guess  I'll  stop  now,  no  more  news.  Oh  yes,  two  Zepps 
passed  away  behind  Fritz's  line.  They  were  the  first  two  I  had 
ever  seen.  They  v/ere  away  down  by  the  coast.  Leave  is  on  again, 
and  I  hope  to  get  away  in  about  a  month.  God  willing  and  a 
little  luck. 

Well  be  good. 

Your  brother, 

-  Kai  - 


Maurice , 
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Connaught  Camp, 


May  6th,  1916. 

Dear  Frank 

We  are  in  rest  billets  once  more  after  a  rather  rough  tour 
in  the  front  line,  hut  our  time  is  nearly  up  and  we  will  he 
moving  on  again  in  a  few  days.  Gamey  Stratton  lives  around  here 
and  we  see  quite  a  hit  of  him,  he  was  asking  after  you  the  other 
day.  We  were  ina  rough  part  of  the  line  last  trip.  Our  battalion 
was  holding  a  trench  that  has  been  taken  and  retaken  so  often  that 
no  one  knows  now  who  held  it  first  or  longest.  They  assured  us 
that  we  would  he  all  right  as  long  as  they  didn’t  attack  or 
blow  up  a  mine.  Comforting  news  for  an  incoming  crowd.  Anyway 
we  came  through  it  hut  had  pretty  heavy  casualties. 

The  Ontario  Club  (Fd.  Bickle  and  Steve  Mabee)  are  taking 
some  poor  innocent  boobs  into  camp  ,  playing  bridge,  talk  about 
cross  table  talk  and  postmortems,  you  cant  beat  it.  We  played 
a  game  of  ball  this  morning  with  the  sergeants.  We  had  lots  of 
fun.  The  Colonel  is  some  player,  and  sure  can  lean  on  them. 

Missed  lots  of  chances  for  a  blighty  last  tour  and  I  am  just 
as  glad  as  X  don't  favor  the  brand  they  were  giving  us  last  time. 

Well  I  must  close  now,  nothing  much  doing.  Fritz  dropped  a 
note  over  the  other  day  saying  that  by  the  end  of  next  month 
there  wont  be  any  Canadians  left.  The  boys  say  "Try  us  out 
once. " 

Best  regards  to  Yourself  and  Mib. 

Your  affectionate  Brother, 


Maurice , 
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Connaught  Camp, 


May  4th, 1916 . 

My  dear  Mother:- 

Your  very  welcome  letter  of  March  15th  only  received  the 
other  day,  I  have  as  well,  letters  from  home  of  the  6th  April, 

17th  and  15th  and  numerous  Sunday  Worlds,  Star  Weekly* s.  Globes, 
etc.  All  your  parcels,  socks.  Salt  water  taffy.  Marmalade  etc. 
have  all  arrived  safely,  and  we  certainly  appreciated  them  all. 

I  am  afraid  that  I  have  allowed  my  correspondence  to  pile  up  this 
time,  but  we  have  just  come  out  of  the  trenches  and  as  I  did  not 
have  much  time  to  write  up  there,  I  am  endeavoring  to  make  up 
for  it  now.  I  cant  quite  understand  how  it  is  that  you  never  heard 
whether  I  had  received  the  parcels  or  not.  I  have  acknowledged 
them  all  as  far  as  I  know.  I  hope  none  of  my  mail  has  gone 
as  tray. 

Mrs.  Scotts  parcels  are  arriving  quite  regularly  and  Bud 
and  I  divide  them  up.  One  week  he  gets  one  and  the  next  I  do, 
so  you  see  everything  is  square  and  aboveboard. 

I  received  the  St.  Andrew* s  College  Review  the  other  day 
and  Inoticed  in  it  a  letter  from  Young  Harold  Rolph.  He  mentions 
a  lot  of  names  of  places  and  positions  of  guns,  for  the  Lord's 
sake  if  I  ever  make  any  mention  of  towns  or  anything  like  that 
dont  let  them  publish  it.  Harold  Rolph  will  be  darned  lucky  if  he 
does'nt  get  into  an  awful  row.  He  would  darned  nearly  lose  his 
commission  for  a  thing  like  that. 
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I  am  sorry  that  the  mail  was  held  up  and  that  you  were 
anxious  about  that  St.  Eloi  scrap.  We  were*nt  actually  in  it, 
hut  v/ere  very  close.  The  Second  Division  were  the  unlucky  ones* 
Just  at  present  we  are  hack  in  France  in  a  very  beautiful  spot. 

It  is  a  new  camp  that  has  just  been  completed  and  as  you  will 
see,  it  is  called  Connaught  Camp,  after  the  Duke.  When  we 
started  our  last  tour  the  country  was  muddy  and  desolate,  but 
when  we  came  out,  what  a  change  we  saw.  Summer  had  come  upon 
us  before  v/e  were  aware  of  it.  The  trees  were  bare  and  leafless, 
now  they  are  covered  with  leaves,  the  grass  is  green  and  what 
is  more,  the  mud  has  all  gone.  In  the  middle  of  our  Camp  is  a 
big  field  with  Apple  trees  all  in  blossom  in  it.  Away  in  one 
corner  is  an  old  French  farm  house  with  its  thatched  roof,  pigs, 
chickens  and  cows  running  around,  and  the  old  Madame  is  basking 
in  the  sun  busily  making  lace.  It  really  is  wonderful  how 
they  do  it.  Believe  me  it  is  a  peaceful  scene  and  quite  a 
change  after  that  part  of  Belgium  which  we  have  the  honour  to 
hold.  The  comparison  is  very  striking.  Out  here  the  band  is 
playing,  everything  is  sunshine  and  peace,  while  up  there  it  is 
sandbags,  ruined  houses,  shell  holes,  a  wood  absolutely  dead,  all 
the  tops  of  the  trees  shot  away,  mud  and  green  water.  And  the 
stink,  flies,  rats  and  lots  of  worse  things.  We  were  in  a 
trench  which  has  nowr  become  famous  for  the  number  of  times  it  has 
changed  hands  and  the  number  of  fights  there  has  been  for  it. 

We  were  only  forty  yards  from  ibhe  Germans  at  places,  and  as  a 
result  v/e  had  rather  a  trying  time.  We  flung  compliments  in 
the  shape  of  bombs,  rifle  grenades  etc.  at  him  and  of  course  he 
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threw  his  particular  brands  of  frightfulness  back  at  us«  We 
were  getting  along  very  nicely  at  this  game  and  Fritz  was  the 
goat.  So  as  usual  we  began  to  bring  in  a  "ringer".  This  is  where 
"Minnie"  started.  "Minnie"  is  a  german  trench  mortar  whose 
correct  name  is  Hinnenwerfer  so  we  call  her  "Minnie"  for  short. 

When  "Minnie"  sneezes,  the  result  is  a  220  lb.  shell,  2j*ft  high, 
12inch.es  in  circumference,  which  explodes  with  the  most  awful 
bang  X  ever  heard.  Minnie  has  no  friends  and  is  about  as 
popular  as  the  proverbial  skunk  at  the  garden  party  or  maybe 
Senator  Choquette.  The  entry  of  Minnie  into  the  fight  put  a 
different  view  into  the  proceedings,  so  we  had  to  get  the 
heavies  to  shut  her  up.  Yesterday  I  took  a  parade  into  town.  Our 
Company  had  its  semi-monthly  bath,  thinking  that  it  was  a  golden 
opportunity,  I  had  one  myself. 

We  have  our  kilts  once  more  and  everyone  is  again  happy.  The 
kilts  make  the  regiment  about  25^  more  efficient.  To-day  we  are 
going  to  town  to  play  base-ball  with  the  14th  Battalion.  We 
have  as  good  a  time  as  we  possibly  can  when  we  are  out  because 
we  don*t  have  much  fun  when  we  are  in  the  line.  Gamey  Stratton 
was  down  to  dinner  last  night.  He  is  looking  well.  If  everything 
goes  right  I  ought  to  get  leave  again  in  about  a  month. 

Well  Mother  I  must  stop  now.  Best  love  to  Father  and 
yourself,  and  everybody. 

Good-Bye.  God  Bless  You. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice* 
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Connaught  Camp, 


May  7th,  1916. 

Dear  Father 

As  to-day  is  Sunday  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to 
sit  down  and  write  home.  My  previous  letter  of  this  week  to 
Mother  has  most  of  the  news  in  it,  hut  nevertheless  here  goes. 

We  are  all  waiting  patiently  to  hear  how  Sir  Sam  comes  out 
with  his  "Inquiry".  If  they  dig  down  too  deeply  the  news  papers 
will  have  some  great  head  lines.  There  are  quite  a  number  of 
little  things  that  will  have  to  be  answered  for,  when  this 
business  is  over.  The  Second  and  Third  Divisions  are  beginning 
to  find  out  the  true  worth  of  the  Ross  rifle.  I  wouldn*t 
be  surprised  if  it  would  soon  find  its  true  calling,  propping  up 
the  roofs  of  dug-outs  in  the  front  line.  I  understand  from 
2nd  and  3rd  Division  fellows  that  they  have  fallen  down  badly. 

I  have  not  heard  anything  about  the  58th  for  some  time,  and  am 
rather  anxious  about  them,  because  we  have  had  rumours  that  they 
have  been  cut  up  a  bit.  I  certainly  hope  not. 

One  of  the  boys  that  we  brought  over  to  England  from 
Niagara  came  to  see  me  yesterday.  He  is  at  present  in  a  rest 
hospital  suffering  from  shell  shock.  Poor  devil  he  went  through 
a  pretty  rough  time.  His  battalion  was  attacked  and  a  mine 
sprung  under  them.  At  the  time  they  were  just  on  our  left,  so 
we  got  into  the  outskirts  of  the  fight.  I  never  saw  such 
perfect  artillery  work  in  my  life.  Thirty  seconds  after  the  Huns 
sprung  their  mine  our  guns  were  on  them.  One  battery  of  Belgium 
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75*3  shot  so  many  rounds  and  so  fast  that  two  of  their  guns 
had  to  cease  fire  because  they  were  nearly  red  hot.  These  are 
the  only  Belgian  troops  I  have  seen  and  they  are  good.  They 
would  rather  shoot  than  eat. 

We  are  going  to  have  another  regimental  dinner  before  we 
go  back  into  the  trenches.  It  is  a  mighty  good  idea  because 
it  is  about  the  only  time  that  we  ail  get  together,  the  rest  of 
the  time  we  have  company  messes.  A  regimental  mess  does  not 
work  out  on  active  service,  because  we  are  all  scattered  about 
when  we  are  in  the  line. 

We  had  a  game  of  base-ball  this  morning.  It  certainly 
reminded  me  of  old  times  at  the  Point.  Believe  me  the  Colonel 
is  no  slouch  at  that  game.  The  way  he  leaned  on  the  old  pill 
would  make  Bill  0*Hara  or  Tim  Jordan  envious. 

Captain  Acland’s  promotion  and  job  in  Canada  seems  to  have 
fallen  through.  Alex.  Sinclair  was  asked  for  also,  but 
evidently  the  Colonel  wouldn*t  let  them  go.  The  Colonel  is 
thinking  of  the  good  of  the  regiment  but  it  is  pretty  tough  on 
those  fellows.  They  have  been  out  here  for  over  a  year  now  and 
deserve  all  that  is  coming  to  them. 

Bud  and  I  are  in  the  pink  of  condition  and  going  strong 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that  Fritz  is  a  lot  rougher  in  this  part 
of  the  line  than  in  other  places. 

Well  Father  I  will  close  now.  Best  love  to  Mother,  Gerald 
and  yourself. 

God  Bless  You. 

Your  affectionate  son. 


Maurice , 
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May  12th,  1916. 


Dear  Mother:- 

Your  very  welcome  letter  of  April  27th  received  and  I 
certainly  was  glad  to  hear  from  you.  I  wrote  to  Father  to-night 
hut  I  thought  that  I  would  drop  you  a  line  just  to  let  you 
know  that  everything  is  going  along  fine.  The  weather  up  to 
to-day  has  heen  beautiful,  lovely  warm  sun  shine.  Everything 
is  in  full  bloom,  trees,  shrubs  and  even  us.  That  is,  we  have 
our  kilts  again  and  now  look  like  real  soldiers.  Last  night  I 
was  in  charge  of  a  working  party.  We  went  up,  just  behind  the 
front  line  and  dug  trenches.  We  left  just  at  dark  and  got  back 
just  as  day  was  breaking.  It  was  some  walk  believe  me.  When 
we  got  there  the  Engineers  pointed  out  where  they  wanted  the 
trench  dug  and  as  the  bullets  were  flying  around,  believe  me 
it  didn’t  take  the  boys  long  to  dig  themselves  well  in. 

I  think  that  trench  must  have  been  dug  in  record  time. 

Very  luckily  no  one  was  hit,  but  when  we  had  finished,  a  fellow 
right  in  front  of  me  got  the  most  wonderful  "blighty"  you  could 
imagine.  It  hit  him  in  the  calf  of  the  leg.  He  let  out  a  yell, 
was  darned  scared  and  then  when  he  realized  where  he  was  hit 
he  was  the  most  delighted  man  in  France,  nevertheless  I  was 
glad  it  was  him  and  not  me.  We  have  working  parties  nearly  every 
night  until  we  go  in  to  the  line,  and  it  becomes  a  bit  tiresome 
before  long.  There  is  a  Y.M.C.A.  tent  quite  close  to  where  we 
are  now,  there  is  a  band  playing  and  everything  looks  as  peaceful 
as  can  be.  But  up  on  the  road,  five  hundred  yards  away,  our 
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guns  are  working  and  Mr*  Fritz  is  merrily  bursting  shrapnel 
all  around  them.  Ten  minutes  walk  takes  us  to  a  moving  picture 
show,  and  ten  minutes  the  other  way  takes  you  to  war.  It  is  a 
funny  business*  You  are  seeing  Charlie  Chaplin  one  minute  and 
dodging  shells  the  next.  I  think  it  must  have  been  Shakespeare 
who  said  "Life  is  just  one  damn  thing  after  another*" 

I  received  your  box  of  candies,  also  a  box  from  Mrs.  Brown* 
Mrs.  Cody  sent  along  another  parcel  with  all  sorts  of  things  in 
it.  I  pinched  some  soap  and  a  towel  for  myself  and  handed  the 
rest  on.  I  can  tell  you  the  men  really  appreciate  any  little 
thing  like  that.  I  am  writing  to  thank  Mrs.  Cody  to-night.  You 
mentioned  in  your  letter  that  the  Archdeacon  read  my  letter  in 
Church.  I  hope  I  didn’t  spell  any  words  wrong.  Honestly  I 
will  have  to  go  back  to  school  when  the  war  is  over.  Either 
that  or  buy  a  dictionary.  I  am  rotten  now,  when  it  comes  to 
spelling.  I  cant  remember  a  blooming  thing  about  it* 

The  kilts  certainly  are  great,  but  they  have  one  disadvantage. 
If  you  dont  get  a  bath  at  least  once  every  three  weeks,  you  are 
in  danger  of  being  chewed  up  by  your  many  "Clients"*  The 

i 

folds  of  a  kilt  are  great  lurking  places  for  them,  but  a  good 
bath  and  clean  up,  disheartens  them  and  takes  the  "pep"  away 
from  them.  The  shirts  you  speak  of  are  very  good  but  I  dont 
think  I  would  bother  any  more  about  them,  as  I  am  not  troubled 
very  much. 

I  was  just  thinking  that  it  is  just  about  a  year  since  I 
left  home.  Dont  you  remember  you  were  goiijig  to  have  a  picnic  for 
Harry  and  I,  and  we  had  to  call  it  off.  Poor  old  Harry.  His  girl 
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is  married  now.  I  saw  him  the  other  day  as  we  were  passing 
through  a  little  Belgian  town.  He  has  a  mighty  good  job*  and  I 
am  darned  glad  of  it.  If  ever  mind*  we  will  have  that  picnic  yet 
but  I  am  afraid  we  will  have  to  find  another  girl  for  the  little 
chap. 

I  have  been  in  Prance  now  for  nearly  seven  months  and  cert¬ 
ainly  would  like  to  get  home  to  let  you  all  have  a  look  at  me 
in  kilts.  One  of  these  days  some  old  Colonel  will  adopt  me 
and  give  me  a  job,  maybe.  Talking  about  kilts,  this  is  strictly 
a  state  secret,  they  dont  issue  any  pants  to  wear  under  them, 
and  we  are  most  beautifully  cool.  I  was  over  to  see  the  58th 
the  other  day.  They  had  a  pretty  lively  time  the  last  time  they 
were  in  the  trenches  but  I  understand  that  they  gave  the  Germans 
quite  a  drubbing.  The  Colonel,  Majors  Ballachy  and  Cassels 
were  all  asking  after  you  and  Father.  They  are  a  pretty  good 
lot  but  between  you  and  me  and  the  gate  post  I  am  in  a  mighty 
sight  better  regiment  and  one  that  now  has  traditions,  which 
believe  me,  count.  I  am  sending  you  a  58th  badge  which  will  be 
a  nice  souvenir.  Oh,  about  that  shell  case  I  sent  home,  A 
German  aeroplane  was  overhead  and  our  guns  were  firing  at  him, 
and  one  of  the  shell  cases  fell  within  a  few  feet  of  a  crowd 
of  us.  It  was  one  of  our  own  guns  but  it  was  after  the  Hun. 

We  heard  the  blooming  case  coming  down  and  all  thought  that  it 
was  a  German  bomb  dropped  out  of  the  aeroplane.  It  scared  the 
life  out  of  us,  and  as  it  lit  right  by  the  door  of  the  hut, 
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where  we  were  standing  I  picked  it  up  and  sent  it  home. 

Well  Mother  dear,  I  must  close  as  I  want  to  write  to 
Mrs.  Cody  to-night.  Cod  Bless  You  all  and  I  hope  that  I  may 
get  a  chance  to  get  home  and  see  you  all  one  of  these  bright 

days. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  You. 

(But  dont  turn  out  the  light) • 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice 
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May  19th,  1916. 


Dear  Father 

Just  a  line  from  the  front  trenches.  We  have  only  just  moved 
in  hut  have  already  had  very  had  news.  The  Colonel  was  sniped 
this  afternoon  while  going  through  the  front  line  trenches.  He 
died  almost  instantly  and  we  are  feeling  pretty  hadly  cut  up 
about  it  all.  The  Regiment, in  fact  the  service  has  lost  a  most 
gallant  officer  and  without  douht  a  thorough  gentleman.  You  will 
undoubtedly  have  heard  the  news  by  the  time  you  get  this  letter 
but  I  thought  that  I  would  just  write  and  let  you  know  anyway. 

His  personal  courage  had  become  a  by- word  in  the  regiment 
and  he  was  popularity  itself  amongst  his  men.  Poor  chap,  the 
regiment  certainly  will  miss  him. 

Well  Father  I  must  close  now. 

Good-bye  and  God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice, 
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April  9th, 1916. 


Dear  Father:- 

Your  very  welcome  letters  of  the  14th  and  23rd  of  March 
received,  and  needless  to  say  I  was  more  than  pleased  to  hear 
from  you  all.  We  just  came  out  of  the  trenches  the  other  night 
and  had  a  very  hard  march  afterwards.  It  is  pretty  hard  work 
after  doing  a  tour  to  pull  off  a  twelve  mile  march  with  all 
packs,  etc.  We  were  relieved  about  10.30  at  night  and  did  not 
get  to  our  billets  until  about  4.30  A.M.  the  next  morning.  The 
boys  were  very  tired  but  their  spirit  was  of  the  best  as  usual. 
When  we  go  g  to  our  billets  the  pipers  were  out  and  the  people 
there,  the  transport,  had  a  good  meal  for  us. 

Our  pipe  band  is  about  the  best  thing  yet.  They  do  not  come 
into  the  trenches,  but  stay  behind  at  the  transport  and  the 
Quarter  Masteis  scores.  There  they  help  things  out  and  practice. 
The  result  is  that  they  certainly  can  play.  Yesterday  afternoon 
they  were  playing  on  the  parade  ground  and  attracted  quite 
an  audience  of  Belgians,  who  looked  as  if  they  really  did  not 
appreciate  good  music  when  they  heard  it. 

We  had  quite  a  good  tour  in  the  trenches  last  time.  Fritz 
was  a  bit  unreasonable  at  first  and  we  had  quite  a  time  training 
>Yien  we  left,  hov/ever ,  he  was  perfectly  peaceful  and  did 
not  want  oo  fight  au  all.  It  is  the  first  time  we  have  been  close 
up  to  him,  our  old  trenches  were  about  350  yds  apart,  but 

this  time  we  were  about  40  yds,  and  the  boys  had  the  time  of  their 
lives  sniping  and  bomb  throwing. 
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The  beauty  of  trenches  being  close  is  that  you  dont  get 
shelled,  but  there  is  more  danger  of  an. attack.  The  Second  Division 
had  rather  a  tough  time  of  it  at  St.  Floi,  but  did  very  well,  I 
Believe.  We  were  not  in  it. 

Too  bad  that  the  92nd  trimmed  the  134th.  It  must  have  been 
some  battle  royal.  Did  they  play  in  kilts?  For  the  sake  of  the 
poor  long  suffering  public,  I  hope  not.  It  would  be  a  horrible 

spectacle. 

I  received  a  parcel  from  Mrs.  Scott  tonight,  in  which  were 
some  apple  pies.  Believe  me  they  were  good.  Apple  pie  -  lord 
if  the  Germans  had  come  over  we  would  have  annihilated,  them  on  the 
spot.  I  suppose  you  and  Mother  will  be  back  from  your  holiday 
in  Atlantic  City  by  the  time  you  receive  this.  It  must  he  fine 
down  there  just  about  now  and  I  would  not  half  mind  being  with  you. 
Everything  is  going  along  just  the  same  out  here.  "Plenty  bombard" 
as  the  Belgians  say.  They  are  right. 

Going  into  trenches  the  other  night  we  had  quite  a  trip. 

We  had  to  pass  some  of  our  batteries,  which  were  in  full  blast. 

Fritz  was  searching  for  them  with  shells  and  shrapnel,  and  here 
we  were  strolling  around  in  the  midst  of  it  all.  It  was  some  row 
believe  me,  and  I  did  not  feel  a  bit  comfortable.  But  the  48th 
lucky  as  usual  came  through  without  a  casualty.  We  moved  out 
of  billets  one  night  and  the  next  it  was  shelled.  Lucky  -  you  bet. 

Well  Father  I  must  close  now  as  I  have  a  few  more  letters 
to  write  to-night. 

Best  love  to  all  and  God  Bless  you. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 

P.S.  Young  Angus  Sinclair  of  the  92nd  joined  us  but  was  wounded 
and  is  now  in  hospital.  A  nice  blighty.  I  don*t  knov/  whether  he 
is  unlucky  or  not. 
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Belgium,  May  12th, 1916 


Dear  Father:- 

We  are  now  on  our  way  up  to  the  line  again,  and.  at  present 
are  lying  in  Brigade  support.  Your  letters  and  Mother’s  of 
April  27th  arrived  last  night  just  in  the  midst  of  a  very 
interesting  strafe.  Friend  Fritz  was  after  a  Belgian  Battery 
right  near  us  and  the  result  of  their  endeavors  was  very 
spectacular,  but  not  much  damage  was  done.  I  received  the 
Maple  Sugar  from  Michies  and  it  certainly  reminded  us  all  of 
home,  I  also  received  a  box  of  candies  from  Mrs.  Brown,  one 
from  home  and  another  parcel  from  Mrs.  Cody.  It  certainly  is 
very  good  of  you  all  at  home  to  keep  sending  things  like  that. 
Gerald's  picture  arrived  safely  some  little  time  ago  and  the 
rest  of  the  officers  of  the  regiment  say  that  there  is  no  longer 
any  doubt  about  the  Malones  being  Irish. 

We  are  lying  now  in  a  wood  nicely  concealed  (we  hope)  from 
Fritz's  view.  Nevertheless  we  have  a  feeling  that  the  old  fox 
is  a  bit  suspicious  of  the  aforesaid  wood,  as  there  are  quite 
a  number  of  large  sized  "crump"  holes  near  it.  He  has  been 
known  to  shell  it,  so  we  are  just  hanging  on  and  '  hoping  that 
he  doesn't.  We  have  been  having  very  fine  weather  lately, 
beautiful  sunshine  and  nice  warm  dry  weather,  which  certainly 
is  a  relief  and  gives  us  all  a  chance  to  spruce  up  and  look  like 
soldiers.  The  regiment  has  had  an  issue  of  new  kilts  and 
balmorals,  so  we  really  look  very  well,  even  if  we  do  say  it 
ourselves.  I  saw  Hal  De  Grouchy's  picture  in  the  paper  the 
other  day* 
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Poor  old  Porkey  Brydon,  I  was  awfully  sorry  to  hear  about 
him  getting  wounded.  I  guess  the  shock  is  the  worst  part  of 
it  all.  This  business  gradually  gets  on  ones  nerves  and 
eventually  gets  you.  While  there  is  a  row  on  I  feel  all  O.K. 
but  after  it  is  over  I  sometimes  feel  like  about  .30  cts  in 
Mexican  coinage.  I  honestly  wish  I  was  out  of  it  all  as  I 
am  pretty  sick  of  the  blooming  massacre,  but  I  suppose  there 
is  no  use  grouching.  I  guess  really  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
myself  talking  like  this,  so  dont  take  it  to  heart,  we  all 
get  grouchy  out  here  and  you  know  it  is  always  our  privilege 
to  think  that  we  are  the  worst  used  people  on  earth.  But  some¬ 
times  we  cant  help  thinking  that  the  people  getting  home  on 
jobs  are  about  the  luckiest  ones  on  earth. 

Too  bad  Gerry's  trip  to  Few  York  didn't  come  off.  It 
certainly  would  have  been  a  nice  change  for  him.  Colonel 
Marshal  is  still  in  command  of  the  regiment  and  I  certainly 
hope  he  stays  here,  although  it  would  be  to  his  advantage  to 
get  his  brigade  but  for  the  sake  of  the  regiment,  I  hope  he 
stays.  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  he  is  about  the  best  C.O.  in 
the  Canadian  Corps.  Charlie  Bent  the  2nd  in  Command  is  a 
good  man  but  he  is  not  Bill  Marshal.  In  fact  he  would  have 
to  be  an  exceptionally  fine  soldier  to  be  his  equal.  Things  are 
pretty  lively  in  the  salient,  but  we  have,  we  hope,  finished 
half  our  time  here  and  another  month  and  a  half  ought  to  see 
us  out  into  another  part  of  the  line.  They  paid  us  quite  a 
compliment  by  putting  us  in  with  the  Guards.  By  gad  they  are 
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wonderful  men  and  there  isn’t  a  regiment  that  is  anywhere  as 


good  as  they  are. 

Talking  about  Hal  De  Grouch,  he  didn’t  get  in  before  it 
was  time  did  he?  It  strikes  me  that  some  of  the  C.O's  in  Canada 
now  are  as  you  say,  "Mushrooms. "  I  hope  they  never  have  to 
put  practice  into  theory  out  here.  Commanding  Officers 
aren’t  made  in  six  months  or  a  year  and  the  lord  help  the  poor 
sinners  under  them. 

I  am  glad  that  you  all  had  a  good  time  in  Woodstock  over 
the  holiday  and  that  the  Aunts  are  all  well.  Don’t  tell  me 
that  Billy  Ball  is  a  Cap  tain »  or  does  he  just  hold  the 
certificate.  Say,  when  those  fellows  holding  Captains  and 
Major's  ranks  and  drawing  the  pay  get  over  here  there  will  be 
a  mutiny.  A  fellow  Billy's  age  has  no  blooming  license  to 

-  well  I  guess  I  am  growling  again.  This  letter  will  sound 

like  a  leading  article  in  Jack  Cannuck  before  I  get  through, 
only  I  wish  someone  would  wish  a  job  on  me  and  get  me  back. 

Well  Father  I  guess  I'll  quit  this  psalm  and  have  some 
dinner.  That  is  one  thing  that  is  always  good  out  here. 

Thats  the  meals • 

Best  love  to  Mother,  Gerry  and  Yourself. 

God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Maurice , 
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Belgium, 


May  23rd,  1916. 

W.H. Burns,  Esq., 

Toronto. 

Dear  Mr.  Burns 

Your  very  welcome  letter  received  last  night  and  believe  me 
I  enjoyed  every  bit  of  it.  You  certainly  covered  all  the  sports, 
but  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  they  are  all  tame  compared 
with  this  shell  game  they  play  out  here.  Instead  of  trying  to 
find  which  shell  the  pea  is  under  the  shell  tries  to  find  you,  and 
scares  the  life  out  of  you.  That's  the  only  difference  between 
Canadian  rules  and  German  ones. 

There  isn't  very  much  to  talk  about  except  the  war  and  when  the 
war  is  concerned,  "Silence  is  golden."  Believe  me  silence  is 
something  to  be  cultivated  out  here.  The  other  night  some  youth¬ 
ful  young  brigands  were  merrily  pus  hing  a  truck  down  a  railway 
track.  I  heard  them  coming.  Fritz  heard  them  going,-  well  the 
result  is  obvious.  About  half  a  dozen  "Whizz  bangs"  all  around 
us.  But  believe  me  its  all  very  well  to  be  proud,  but  I  sure  was 
on  my  belly  making  myself  look  about  as  small  as  possible  during 
the  whole  perfor  mance. 

We  are  at  present  living,  not  on  the  best  of  terms,  but 
nevertheless  quite  close  to  Mr.  Fritz.  In  fact  he  is  about 
80  yards  away.  Every  once  in  a  while  we  exchange  compliments 
in  the  shape  of  bombs,  rifle  grenades,  trench  mortars, 

Minnenwerf ers  etc,  but  as  a  rule  Fritz  remembers  another 
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engagement  and  quits  before  things  go  too  far. 

Minnenwerf ers  are  one  of  the  choicest  means  of  amusement 
found  in  the  war.  "Minnywas  the  boys  call  her,  has  it  on 
them  all  and  as  soon  as  they  switch  her  on  us  we  lose  no  time 
in  having  the  Artillery  right  on  the  job.  Minny  throws  a  shell 
about  220  lbs.  in  weight  and  believe  mewhen  it  bursts  we  all 
know  about  it.  The  shell  goes  away  up  in  the  air  and  you 
have  to  judge  where  it  is  going  to  fall  and  then  beat  it  for 
the  love  of  Mike.  Talk  about  training  outfielders.  If  you 
make  an  error  in  this  game,  its  good  night.  Of  course  we  have 
all  sorts  of  Frightfulness ,  which  we  try  out  on  Fritz.  Our 
trench  mortars  blow  the  living  day  lights  out  of  everything 
in  sight. 

This  game  has  got  too  darn  scientific  to  be  pleasant.  A 
fellow  with  a  telescopic  sight  on  his  rifle  can  let  holes  in  you 
at  800  yds  with  the  greatest  ease.  Just  like  a  ferry  boat  to 
him.  I  suppose  Jim  McCaffery  will  be  opening  up  to-morrow  at 
the  Island.  I  certainly  would  like  to  be  there,  down  by  third 
base  and  help  the  boys  along,  a  few  fatherly  words  of  advice 
you  know  it  all  helps.  So  Doc.  Woods  is  still  on  the  turf,  eh. 
Somehow  or  other  I  had  the  idea  that  he  had  retired. 

r 

Thats  the  trouble  you  know.  These  old  Champions  of  the 
late  *  70s  never  know  when  they  are  through.  With  dodging 
things  that  have  been  coming  my  way,  I  think  my  eye  ought  to  be 
in  pretty  good  shape.  Of  course  I  never  was  much  of  a  star  at 

that  game.  The  best  game  I  think  I  ever  had  was  one  day  I 
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poked  the  ball  over  the  hill  on  the  14th  hole.  I  went  down 
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after  it  and  found  eight  others.  Even  then  Father  spoilt 
it  by  losing  four  before  we  got  through. 

We  had  a  game  of  baseball  with  the  Officers  of  the  58th 
the  other  day  and  we  trimmed  them  to  the  King’s  taste,  11-4  or 
something  like  that.  The  day  before  a  team  from  the  battalion 
beat  one  of  their  teams.  It  was  a  darn  good  game.  They 
unearthed  some  old  boy  to  referee.  He  had  just  come  out  to 
France  and  in  his  palmier  days  had  been  an  Umpire  in  some 
league  or  other.  Well  it  was  a  scream.  Ke  took  it  all  very 
seriously  and  you  would  think  that  it  was  a  World’s  series  game. 
First  of  all  he  held  up  the  ball  a.nd  examined  it.  There  was  a 
stitch  out  of  it,  so  he  threw  it  in  and  wouldn’t  let  them  play 
with  it.  They  threw  out  a  new  ball  which  he  rubbed  in  the  dirt 
and  handed  to  the  pitcher,  then  "Play  Ball”  and  by  Gad  nothing 
got  by  him. 

In  a  battalion  you  have  all  the  trades  and  professions  you 
ever  heard  of  from  a  lawyer  down  to  aball  players  or  anything  els 

Well  Mr.  Burns  I  will  close  now  as  I  have  to  be  on  the 
the  job  and  see  that  no  one  has  run  away  with  the  trench. 

Good  bye  and  the  best  of  luck. 

Yours  sincerely. 


Maurice  Malone, 


. 

to  uwsiYlb  t».  1J  rlJ  IL&d;- :i£d  to  i  kj®  s 

'•;c  i  -i.X  «  9.t  2**  srfj  o4  art  osajtr  ^ 

■  i/v  ,;.9  ■  b  3;  "7  •  **.  -  !".  iX  '!  -  ^ 

#  *  ’  I  • v  * 

. 

. 

r  *  Jjf  4cW  je  l  i  .  :v  >'nl  l>i  •  *'G'C  ^  ; 

•  •  .  $ 

«  r  •  . 

*noi*a9to*ic'  b  * 

1  .;■ a  10  3I9  .«[  ;  I!***  oi  •  Ob  iryvsl  i  -<c  i*  \o  bi*9 

u  •*!  li  '  2  *  -  ’.  •  !  ••- ,r 

. 

.  c'  ‘ 

t  ;  ••■. *  ■  t  *  vt  .  X 

,  ) . "  ' '  •)  i  ■ 1 


May  21st,  1916. 


Dear  Mother:- 

Just  a  line  from  the  trenches  during  a  lull  in  the 
proceedings.  It  is  Sunday  afternoon  and  by  some  strange  chance 
Fritz  has  decided  to  keep  quiet,  so  here  goes  to  improve  the 
shining  hour.  The  weather  has  been  qui  te  hot  and  sultry  for 
the  last  few  days,  but  no  one  minds  very  much  how  hot  it  is, 
with  visions  of  last  winter  still  in  our  minds.  It  is  quite  a 
treat  to  be  able  to  git  in  a  dug-out  without  being  choked  to 
death  by  a  very  gasy  brazier.  Our  home  at  present  is  a  long 
tunnel  cut  well  into  the  side  of  a  bank,  well  revitted  and  about 
six  good  feet  of  King  Albert*s  soil  on  top.  Six  feet  help  a  lot 
and  I  think  that  it  will  take  a  pretty  big  shell  to  crowd  us.  So 
far  we  have  had  a  pretty  good  tour  this  time  with  the  exception 
of  the  loss  of  Colonel  Marshal,  which  upset  us  very  much  indeed. 

It  certainly  was  a  bad  blow  to  all  of  us.  He  was  continuously 
thinking  of  the  comfort  of  the  men  and  trying  to  arrange  things 
so  that  it  would  be  easier  for  them.  He  certainly  will  be  missed. 

We  are  all  looking  forward  to  the  end  of  this  tour.  Then  we 
will  go  back  and  have  at  least  a  whole  week  of  sunshine  and  green 
grass,  before  we  start  up  again.  It  is  the  greatest  sensation 
on  earth  to  come  back  to  your  rest  billets.  As  a  rule  we  have 
to  march  all  night  and  get  in  just  at  day-break.  The  cooks  and 
orderlies,  having  started  earlier  have  a  big,  hot  breakfast 
waiting  for  us.  Then  after  satisfying  the  inner  man  everyone 
turns  in  and  sleeps  until  the  cows  come  home.  Then  the  next 
day,  a  bath.  What  more  can  one  ask  for? 
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Leave  is  drawing  around  again,  which  will  he  very 
acceptable.  I  expect  to  get  away  about  the  8th  or  15th  of 
June,  and  that  means  a  whole  week  in  England.  I  wouldn't  mind 
spending  a  few  weeks  in  Canada  right  now,  but  I  am  afraid  there 
is  very  little  chance  of  that  for  a  long  time  yet# 

I  can  almost  imagine  you  all  up  at  the  point  on  the  24th 
of  May.  If  the  weather  is  anything  like  it  is  here  it  certainly 
would  be  beautiful.  I  suppose  by  this  time  you  have  the  car  out 
and  tearing  around  the  country.  How  your  troubles  will  begin, 
with  blow-outs  etc,  etc.  Do  you  need  a  good  Chauffeur.  I 
would  like  to  apply  for  the  job.  I  received  letters  from  you 
all  just  before  coming  in  and  another  one  from  Father  last  night 
dated  May  4th.  He  told  me  about  the  expected  departure  of  the 
92nd  etc.  My  own  opinion  is  that  they  are  moving  a  big  crowd 
over  to  England  in  order  to  form  the  4th  division.  I  hardly 
expect  the  134th  will  get  over  to  England  until  late  in  the 
fall.  Don't  you  remember  the  58th  took  over  six  months  in 
Canada  and  they  were  supposed  to  have  come  along  very  fast.  Just 
before  we  came  into  the  trenches  this  time  we  had  a  ball  game 
with  the  officers  of  the  58th  and  were  lucky  enough  to  beat  them. 
We  have  seen  quite  a  bit  of  them  since  they  came  out  here.  I 
dont  think  that  Capt.  Mitchell  was  as  badly  injured  as  reported. 

I  was  talkingto  Major  George  Cassels  and  he  was  telling  me 

t 

that  he  had  had  a  letter  from  him  and  did  not  expect  to  lose 
his  arm.  It  is  funny  how  you  run  across  people  you  know  in  this 
country.  Someone  is  always  looking  you  up  and  then  you  have  a 
great  old  talk  about  old  times#  The  blooming  old  guns  are 
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starting  to  kick  up  a  row  so  things  are*nt  nearly  as  peaceful 
as  they  were  when  I  started  this  letter.  We  are  in  a  railway 
cutting,  dug  into  the  sides  and  Fritz  takes  great  pleasure  in 
lobbing  them  in,  and  scaring  the  life  out  of  us.  The  track 
runs  right  in  front  of  our  door,  hut  X  guess  it  will  he  some 
time  before  there  is  trafic  over  it  again.  The  Medical  Officer 
of  the  battalion  told  me  last  night  that  he  remembers  traveling 
over  this  line  about  four  years  ago.  Then  he  never  dreamt  of 
taking  up  a  more  or  less  permanent  residence  in  some  God  for¬ 
saken  cutting  of  a  railway. 

Well  Mother  I  have  run  out  of  news  so  I  will  stop  now. 

Take  care  of  yourself. 

Good  bye  and  God  Bless  You  All. 

..  .  Your  affectionate  son, 

P.S.  Maurice, 

I  received  a  pair  of  socks  from  Mrs.  T. A. Brown.  Would  you 
mind  thanking  her  for  me. 
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COPY  OP  CABLEGRAM  RECEIVED  PROM  MR.  7/ALTER  WILL  ISOM 


London,  June  11, 

A  brother  officer,  writing  from  Prance,  says  of  Lieut. 

M.E. Malone,  "He  was  killed  while  handling  his  men  under  a 
terrific  shell  fire  with  perfect  coolness  and  courage.  He  was 
shot  through  the  breast  and  his  death  was  painless."  Another 
brother  officer,  here  wounded,  says  that  when  Lieut.  Malone  was 
hit  he  was  leading  his  men  like  a  veteran. 
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June  1st,  1916 


Dear  Father: - 

X  just  realized  to-day  that  it  is  some  time  since  I  last  wrote 
home  so  here  goes#  We  are  out  again  in  Divisional  Rest  and  despite 
all  kinds  of  wild  peace  rumours,  we  expect  to  do  our  regular  tour 
again  in  a  very  few  days* 

All  these  rumours  we  take  with  a  walloping  pinch  of  salt.  In 
other  words  the  more  peace  talk  we  hear  the  harder  we  have  to  strafe 
the  beggars.  To-night  one  of  Fritz’s  baloons  broke  loose  and  started 

I 

away,  calmly  sailing  for  home.  Fritz  tried  to  bring  it  down  by 
shelling  it  but  the  last  we  saw  of  it,  it  was  peacefully  heading  for 
about  the  North  of  Scotland.  If  it  ever  gets  over  there  they  will 
think  it  is  a  Zepp  and  have  the  scare  of  their  lives.  I  have  just 

completed  a  short  course  at  the  Divisional  Anti-gas  school.  We 
tested  our  gas-helmets  by  sitting  in  the  gas  for  about  ten  minutes 
and  felt  no  ill  effects.  We  felt  rather  uncomfortable  when  the  gas 
started  to  work  on  the  chemicals  in  the  helmet,  and  some  people 
imagine  that  they  are  being  gassed,  but  it  all  makes  one  feel  quite 
confident  that  Fritz  can’t  gas  us  if  the  helmets  are  handy. 

A  town  quite  near  us  was  bombed  by  a  German  aeroplane  quite 
early  this  morning.  They  sure  did  make  some  row  but  as  far  as  I 
know  very  little  damage  was  done.  I  saw  King  Eager  to-day  and  he  is 
as  funny  as  ever.  I  laughed  until  I  was  nearly  sick.  He  has  the 
greatest  line  of  stories  you  ever  heard# 

He  told  me  about  Gerald  Cosby  being  wounded.  It  seems  that 
it  is  not  at  all  serious.  Just  a  nice  ’’Blighty”.  Unfortunately 
his  batmen  got  crocked.  He  was  a  very  fine  man  and  I  was  very  sorry 
to  hear  about  it# 
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Colonel  Genet  and  Major  Cassels  v/ent  on  leave  this  week 
and  from  what  I  can  hear  they  were  delighted  to  get  a  holiday. 

Bud  and  I  ought  to  get  away  in  about  two  weeks,  and  I  expect  some 
time  will  be  had.  I  hear  nearly  every  week  from  Mrs.  Scott  and 
her  parcels  are  always  on  the  job.  I  certainly  must  give  her  a 
good  time  when  I  get  over  there. 

Col.  Pellatt  got  a  nasty  jolt  when  the  83rd  were  turned  over 
to  the  35th  in  Shorncliffe  for  instruction. 

Major  Bob.  Wilson  will  be  back  with  his  old  gang  again. 

We  have  been  playing  quite  a  lot  of  baseball,  cricket  etc. 
lately  and  are  having  quite  a  good  time  out  of  it. 

I  received  your  letter  also  Jim  McCaffery*s  with  the  pass  in 
it,  which  I  display  to  all  the  boys,  much  to  their  envy. 

Well  Father  it  is  getting  late  so  I  must  stop  now. 

Best  love  to  all  at  home. 

God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  affectionate  son, 


Maurice. 
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France , 

June  6/l6. 

My  dear  Mrs*  Malone 

You  have  my  heartfelt  sympathy  in  the  loss  of  Morris,  who 
died  a  hero's  death  leading  his  men  in  an  attack  on  the  German 
trenches • 

This  morning  I  was  talking  to  some  of  his  "brother  officers  in 
the  15th  Battalion,  who  told  me  the  story  of  the  action.  last 
Friday  night  the  Germans  attacked  a  part  of  the  Canadian  line 
and  on  Saturday  morning  at  11.15  the  15th  Battalion  made  a  counter 
attack  on  the  Germans.  Morris  led  his  men  over  the  parapet  of 
the  trench  towards  the  Germans  when  he  was  hit  in  the  "breast 
with  a  "bullet  from  a  German  machine  gun.  He  fell  ,  gome  of  his 
men  stopping  to  aid  him,  "but  with  a  worthy  spirit  he  ordered  them 
to  go  on  saying  that  he  was  alright.  A  short  time  afterwards  he 
died  in  the  middle  of  the  "battle  amongst  his  fighting  men. 

Morris'  "body  was  "brought  "back  "by  one  of  his  men  and  yesterday 
he  was  "buried  with  full  military  honours  in  a  military  cemetery 
about  a  mile  from  my  "billet. 

In  a  short  time  I  am  going  on  leave  and  I  will  send  you 
the  location  of  his  grave  as  I  am  not  permitted  to  do  so  from 
France.  I  am  having  flowers  put  on  his  grave  and  will  see  that 
it  is  properly  looked  after. 
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Pear  Mrs.  Malone  you  do  not  know  how  sadly  I  miss  Morris 
who  was  one  of  my  best  true  friends  and  I  will  ever  remember 
the  two  most  pleasant  years  of  my  life  I  spent  with  Morris  at 
Varsity. 

Very  sincerely  yours. 


"Gamey  Strattonl 


M  ml  .  I  \,Ib  we"  wou  w*cr  oii  iiv<  -.-"OJlft!-  tnM  1*«iT 
'19<SU9X61  19Y9  XlJtW  X  t>Oft  abflSiTX  blTS*  i«#<f  X*  lO  9K5  «*V  Oif* 
airioM  rf*iw  Jnaqa  I  sill  x*s  tc  a*i*9X  itiaoaaiq  $«cm  cratf  srf* 


,  ••  i  •<; ;  vx#n«acii.«  c'i»v  -  ’ 


c'  iC,  u'g  .>  r’ 


\ 


m 


:  .  • 


, 

*  - 

. 

' 


vl.  vl.  xvl. 


My  dear  Mrs.  Malone :- 

It  is  indeed  with  a  heavy  heart  that  I  write  to-night  from 
Belgium-  for  to-day  they  have  buried,  with  full  military  honours, 
my  best  friend,  your  son* 

To  say  that  I  sympathize  with  a  whole  heart  seems  scarcely 
enough*  Mrs.  Malone,  for  our  friendship  was  bo  deep  and  sincere 
that  it  seems  impossible  that  it  is  at  last  broken.  He  was  true 
blue  to  the  very  last,  Mrs.  Malone,  and  always  was  from  way  back 
in  the  days  of  long  ago,  the  era  of  MSherlock  Holmes"  and  "The 
Point"  to  these  stem  times  when  no  one  knows  who*s  ne*t.  Every¬ 
where  and  always  dear  old  Mike  Malone* s  name  has  rung  out,  and 
will  continue  to  do  so,  clear  and  true-  no  one  knows  better  than 
I  of  how  well  he  was  thought  of  by  all  that  knew  him.  I  know  of 
no  one  who  was  so  widely  known-  he  was  everybody* s  friend-  my  best. 

As  yet  I  have  not  seen  Bud-  they  tell  me  he  was  not  too 
badly  cut  up.  Details  of  that  fatal  morning  are  quite  clear. 

Part  of  our  trenches  were  gone,  the  48th  came  over  in  the  night, 
advanced  in  extended  formation  to  the  German  position  and  dug 
themselves  in.  At  eleven  in  the  morning  of  Saturday,  June  the 
Third,  under  a  glorious  sun,  the  boys  went  over  the  parapet  to  the 
attack.  Swept  mercilessly  from  end  to  end  by  machiners,  rifle 
fire  and  artillery,  Maurice  fell  in,  Ho  Man*s  land,  from  machine 
gun-  it  was  instantaneous,  ... 

I  shall  send  the  map  location  of  his  grave,  Mrs,  Malone,  it 
is  nine  miles  back  of  the  line.  I  shall  visit  it  very  often  and 
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keep  it  as  you  would  desire-  rest  assured  that  it  will  still  be 
hallowed  ground  when* ere  you  may  come.  And  as  I  stand  there 
I  shall  always  be  sorrowing  with  you  over  the  passing  of  a  truly 
noble  fellow,  your  son,  my  friend.  He  has  played  the  game  and  won 
no  loyal  tribute  is  too  high,  straight  to  the  goal  he  went  with 
never  a  hesitation,  the  bravest  deed  a  man  can  do,  to  give  up  his 
life  that  others  may  not  suffer. 

My  heart  seems  dull  and  leaden  and  from  it  the  sineerest 
sympathies,  to  you  and  Mr.  Malone  in  Canada,  for  you  it  is  so 
hard. 

Yours  sincerely, 

"Harry  L.  Symons" 
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June  6-1916. 


Dear  Mr.  Malone :- 

I  was  going  to  cable  you  the  other  day  after  Maurice’s 
death  but  was  unable  to  do  so  until  after  the  official  message 
would  have  reached  you.  We  buried  him  to-day  in  one  of  the 
British  Casualty  Clearing  Cemeteries  with  a  fine  military  funeral. 

It  will  be  some  satisfaction  for  you  and  yours  to  know  that 
Maurice  or  Mike  (as  we  called  him)  behaved  like  a  hero  and 
maintained  his  cool  and  optimistic  and  cheerful  spirit  all 
through  the  ordeal  which  was  nothing  less  than  a  charge  up  a  hill 
in  broad  day-light.  His  splendid  conduct  was  remarked  upon  by  all 
the  Officers  and  many  of  the  men  and  we  have  never  lost  an  Officer 
who  will  be  more  sadly  missed. 

His  things  will  all  be  sent  to  you  later  through  the  pay 
and  Records  Office. 

We  are  now  back  for  a  few  days  to  Reorganize. 

I  am  pressed  for  time  but  didn’t  want  to  let  the  opportunity 
pass  without  a  personal  note  to  you  expressing  my  own  grief  and 
the  sympathy  of  the  whole  battalion. 

We  are  making  arrangements  for  a  suitable  memorial  for  both 
him  and  our  late  Colonel, 

Hastily  yours, 

O.H.Mabee , 

Col.  Marshall's  and  Mike's  graves  are  very  close  together  in 
the  same  cemetery. 
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7/16/16 . 


My  dear  Mr#  Malone 

Just  a  note  to  express  my  deep  sympathy  at  your  great  loss 
in  losing  Maurice.  I  was  rather  responsible  for  Mike  and  Bud 
coming  out  to  their  regiment  so  soon,  as  I  knew  both  the  boys 
well  at  Varsity  and  was  very  fond  of  them.  It  was  rather  a 
cruel  task,  the  counter  attack  the  old  48th  had  to  make  but  they 
made  it  well,  along  with  the  14th  and  7th.  We  were  enjoying  a 
nice  rest  in  Corps  Reserve  when  our  line  wavered  and  finally  gave 
and  our  Bde  thrown  into  the  breach  -  if  we  could  of  launched 
the  attack  in  the  dark  or  even  at  dawn  the  chances  for  success 
and  fewer  casualties  would  have  been  better,  but  it  couldn*t  be 
done. 

I  saw  the  Bn.  in  position  along  with  the  7th  and  14th  ,  all 
keen  -  it  looked  bad  but  we  were  all  confident  of  success. 

Major  Forbes  2nd  in  Command,  who  was  rather  badly  wounded,  told 
me  in  the  dressing  station  that  Mike  was  absolutely  splendid 
and  he  v/as  going  to  write  the  O.C.Bn.  to  have  Mike  mentioned  for 
a  medal  -  this  was  before  we  had  heard  Mike  had  been  killed. 

Forbes  says  he  was  all  over  the  line  and  when  he  was  wounded 
Bent  the  Acting  O.C.  was  sending  to  Mike  for  information  regarding 
the  position  and  situation.  The  tough  part  about  it  was  being  in 
Corps  Reserve,  and  Mike  going  on  leave  in  5  days.  Bud  Brown  was 
going  Thursday  but  put  offhis  leave  a  week  in  order  to  go  with 
Mike,  his  chum.  Haven* t  heard  particulars  about  Bud*s  wounds. 
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Although  I  am  now  with  the  Staff,  I  am  still  as  much  48th 


man  as  I  ever  was.  We  had  3  killed  and  12  wounded, 
casualties. 


I  remain. 

Yours  sincerely, 


3rd  Inf.  Bde,  Hd.  qrs. 


Peter  Gr • 


360  men 


Campbell, 


c?  JJlJi  rr  3  I  5  s»r  i  r'4  -  v;r ;t  .«.*  I  3IA 


, 


,  .<  i  I 


.  . ' 

, 


48th  Highlanders  of  Canada, 

15th  Battalion, 

1st  Canadian  Division, 

.......  June  7th,  1916 

E.T. Malone,  Esq.  K.C., 

Queens  Park, 

Toronto. 

< 

Dear  Mr  Malone:- 

As  commander  of  the  company  in  which  your  son  was  serving 
while  in  Prance  and  Plunders,  I  write  to  express  my  sympathy 
with  you  and  your  loss,  and  my  congratulations  on  the  splendid 
manner  of  his  death. 

It  was  in  the  action  at  Zillehoeke  on  the  Third  of  June, 
that  he  fell,  shot  through  the  heart  hy  a  machine  gun  "bullet.  He 
had  "been  doing  invaluable  work  all  the  morning. 

As  you  have  seen  in  the  official  accounts,  the  Germans  had 
effected  a  break  in  the  line  at  this  point,  We,  who  were  in 
reserve,  were  suddenly  called  up,  and  after  a  long  night  march 
made  an  advance  in  broad  daylight  under  heavy  shell  fire  and 
machine  gun  fire,  which  enabled  us  to  take  up  a  position  which 
secured  most  of  the  lost. ground  and  denied  the  enemy  the  advantages 
he  had  so  nearly  secured. 

It  was  at  the  farthest  point  of  our  advance,  about  half  past 
seven  o*clock  in  the  morning,  that  your  son  (Mike  was  his 
nickname  in  the  mess)  was  struck  down.  He  had  been  behaving  most 
gallantly.  Except  for  the  manner  in  which  he  brought  his  men  up 
to  reinforce  my  line  we  should  not  have  been  able  to  advance  as 
far  as  we  did.  At  the  moment  he  was  hit  he  was  looking  for 
means  to  get  through  a  dense '/ledge  which  blocked  our  forward 
movement. 
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When  he  was  hit,  he  was  still  cool.  He  first  gave  the  usual 
call  for  "stretcher  hearers M  to  let  us  know  he  was  down.  Then, 
as  others  around  him  were  falling  he  added  quietly,  "Never  mind. 
It*s  all  right".  A  moment  later,  he  was  dead. 

We  buried  him  with  full  military  honours,  the  whole  battalion 
attending,  in  the  same  cemetery,  and  in  the  same  row  with  Lt.  Col. 
Marshall.  The  casket  was  carried  by  the  sergeants  of  his 
company. 

The  firing  party  was  composed  of  men  from  his  old  platoon,  and 
commanded  by  myself.  We  considered  it  an  honor  to  be  allowed  to 
pay  a  last  mark  of  respect  to  his  body, and  his  memory. 

Believe  me. 

Sincerely  yours, ...  ..... 

"P.P.AclandV  _ 


(Capt.) 
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Connaught  Line’s# 


Belgium,  June  7/l6. 

Dear  Mr.  Malone; 

Capt.  Ac land,  who  saw  more  of  Maurice  during  the  attack 
that  I  did,  has  written  to  you  giving  you  particulars  of  your 

son’s  death. 

The  attack  was  made  on  the  morning  of  June  3rd  with  the 

object  of  recovering  as  much  of  the  lost  ground  as  possible 

and  succeeded  in  establishing  a  line  about  800  yards  in  advance 

us 

of  line  held  by/the  night  before. 

Maurice  led  his  men  in  a  very  gallant  manner  and  was  killed 
in  front  of  the  line. 

I  offer  my  sympathy  to  Mrs.  Malone  and  yourself. 

Yours  faithfully,.. 

W.P. Malone, 


Capt.  15th  Can 
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St*  Andrews  College, 


Toronto,  June  19th, 1916. 


My  dear  Mr.  Malone 

I  enclose  copy  of  a  letter  which  I  received  from  one  of 
the  old  Boys  in  this  evenings  mail.  As  I  am  sure  you  will  like 
to  have  a  copy  of  it,  I  have  had  the  copy  made. 

The  Geordie  Campbell  mentioned  was  an  S.A.C.  boy,  as  is 
also  Algy  Wilson. 

It  was  very  thoughtful  of  Davison  to  write  to  me  and  I 
am  sure  that  he  would  approve  of  my  letting  you  have  a  copy  of 
the  letter. 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

"A.  Bruce  Macdonald" 

Mr.  E. T, Malone , 


86  Queen’s  Park. 
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In  the  field,  Belgium, 

June  6th,  1916# 

Dear  Dr,  Macdonald: - 

Please  excuse  this  scribble  hut  circumstances  wont  permit 
the  use  of  better  material. 

It  is  the  privilege  of  many  chaps  to  die  for  their  country 
in  the  trenches,  reliefs  and  working  parties,  hut  few  die  leading 
their  men  into  an  attack  such  as  good  old  Mike  Malone# 

When  we  advanced  from  Brigade  Headquarters  there  was  nobody 
in  front  of  us  hut  the  Germans,  who  did  not  know,  fortunately 
for  us,  of  their  great  advantage# 

We  advanced  in  skirmishing  order  through  a  heavy  barrage  of 
artillery  to  a  ridge  where  we  halted  and  formed  up. 

From  this  point,  in  broad  daylight,  the  real  advance  was 
made  and  on  coming  to  the  brow  of  the  hill  we  were  met  by  one  of 
the  most  intense  artillery  Machine  Gun  and  Rifle  fire  ever 
concentrated  on  one  point,  except  probably  Verdun# 

It  was  here  poor  Mike  was  hit  leading  his  men,  and 
fortunately  died  instantly,  without  paid# 

I  will  not  go  into  Mike’s  many  fine  points,  because  any  one 
who  knew  him  was  aware  of  his  qualities,  but  suffice  to  say  he 
was  one  of  the  most  popular  and  efficient  officers  in  the  48th 
Highlanders. 

His  funeral  to-day,  the  whole  Battalion  attended  with  the 
band  and  I  never  hope  to  $ee  a  more  impressive  sight# 

His  coffin,  draped  with  the  Union  Jack  and  lying  on  top  of 
this  his  Glengarry  and  Sam  Browne  belt  was  on  a  limber  and 
preceded  by  the  pipe  band.  The  officers  followed  the  limber 
and  then  the  Battalion# 
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It  was  a  most  touching  to  see  the  French  peasants,  who  were 
working  on  the  roads,  remove  their  caps  as  the  body  passed  them, 
hut  the  saddest  thing  of  all  is  to  hear  the  "last  Post"  sounded 
at  the  grave  side. 

I  cannot  tell  you  what  casualties  we  suffered,  but  you  will 
propably  have  seen  by  the  papers. 

Algy  Wilson  and  I  were  cut  off  all  day  from  the  Battalion 
in  an  isolated  trench  in  advance  of  our  position,  and  were  very 
fortunate  to  pull  through. 

About  a  month  ago  I  was  on  a  working  party  when  Geordie 
Campbell  was  killed  beside  me  by  a  Machine  Gun.  He  was  a  most 
popular  lad. 

Bud  Brown  was  wounded,  but  not  seriously  and  we  have  not 
heard  from  him  up  to  the  present. 

Please  give  my  best  respects  to  Mrs.  i^acdonald  and  wish 
you  every  success  in  the  future. 

Yours  faithfully, 

"Arnold  Davison," 

48th  Highlanders  of  Canada, 
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Sons  of  E.  T.  Malone,  CoTfiaj 

arty  and  A.  F.  Rutter  in  fclie 
List  of  Dead 


Clf^iMOCjRNS  T 


We  DEATH 


LATER  NEWS  DASHES  HOPE 

Lieut.  Rutter,  First  Reported  Miss¬ 
ing,  Then  “Slightly  Wounded/' 
Succumbs  —  Lieut.  Hag- 
arty  Was  Expected  to 
Take  Adjutancy  in  the 
201st — Many  Other 
Toronto  Officers 
Wounded 

Thick  and  fast  to-day  came  the 
heavy  tidings  of  the  Ottawa  casualty 
lists1  tidings  all  the  heavier  because 
in  some  instances,  they  followed  re¬ 
assuring  messages  of  identifications 
which  seemed  to  indicate  that  To¬ 
ronto  homes  had  been  spared. 

Lieut.  M.  E.  Malone,  son  of  Mr.  E. 
T.  Malone,  is  among  the  list  of  the 
killed  to-day.  It  was  thought  that  he 
had  escaped  safely,  and  that  Capt 
u  .  P.  Malone  of  O  wen  Sound  was  the 
victim.  Young  Lieut.  Malone  is  an 
other  of  those  reported  killed;  and 
he  was  first  reported  missing,  then 
slightly  wounded.  Lieut  D.  G. 
Hagartj ,  son  of  Lieut.-Col.  Hagarty 
of  the  2iGll,st,  is  also  reported  killed. 
He  was  expected  home  shortly  to 
lake  a  commission  in  his  father’s  bat-  i 
talion. 

LIEUT.  MALONE. 


OF  BRA^EYQlJNG  MEN 


Gave  Up  His  Leave  to  a 
Married  Man  With  a 
Family. 

MANY  TRIBUTES  PAID 

Young  Officer  Made 
*  Impression  On 
He  Met. 


Splendid 

All 


ine  news  came  tins  morning  that 
Lieut.  Maurice  E.  Malone,  of  the 
48th  Highlanders,  has  died  of 
wounds  received  in  action.  He  took 
part  in  the  recent  big  battle  in  which 
the  Canadians  suffered  severely.  He 
was  twenty-one  years  old  on  the  2nd 
of  April  last.  Before  enlisting  lie 
was  m  his  final  year  at  Toronto  Uni¬ 
versity.  He  was  completing  his  edu¬ 
cation  after  leaving  St.  Andrew’s 
College.  Pie  was  on  the  O.H.A. 
junior  champion  team  of  ’Varsity  the 
year  before  last.  He  was  famiBaky 
known  as  “Mike,”  and  wa#  very 
popular  with  the  members  of  the 1 
team.  Pie  took  a  very  keen  interest 
in  all  forms  of  sport.  His  father  is 
Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  barrister,  of  the 
firm  of  Malone,  Malone  &  Long,  To- , 
ron to  General  Trusts  building,  Bay  i 
r  k 


Splendid  tributes  have  been  paid 
to  the  memory  of  the  late  Lieut. 
Maurice  E.  Malone  by  those  who 
knew  him  as  a  boy,  as  a  hockey- 
player  and  as  a  soldier.  He  met 
his  death  in  the  trenches'  at  Zillebeke 
in  the  same  splendid  spirit  of  un¬ 
selfishness  and  of  playing-  the  game 
to  the  end  that  he  always  displayed 
on.  the  athletic  field.  Recently  he 
gave  p  his  leave  of  absence  when 
his  turn.  c8me  to  a  married  man  who 
longed  to  see  his  wife  and  child  in 
London.  Last  fall  on  returning  to 
camp  he  found  a  sentry  standing  in 
the  drenching  rain  without  an  over¬ 
coat.  He  took  off  his  own  rain¬ 
coat  and  gave  it  to  him,  with  the 
result  that  he  himself  was  wet 
through.  This  resulted  in  a  severe 
cold  from  which  he  suffered  for 
weeks  before  going  overseas.  It  is 
small  wonder  that  “Mike” .  Malone 
was  popular  both  with  officers  and 
men. 

The  boys  of  St.  Andrew’s  College, 
many  of  whom  knew  him  as  a  pre¬ 
fect  a  little  while  ago,  paid  homage 
to  his  memory  by  sending  flowers1  to 
his  father,  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  K.C. 
Dr.  D.  Bruce  Macdonald,  head-mas¬ 
ter  of  St.  Andrew’s^  described  him 
as  “one  of  tire  finest  boys  we  ever 
had  at  the  school;  very  unselfish; 
very  good-tempered,  with  a  deep 
fund  of  humor  that  made  him  very 
popular  with  his  fellows;  a  most 
lovable  boy.  I  was  looking  over  his 
record  last  night  and  find  that  he 
was  on  practically  every  committee 
the  'boys  ever  formed.  He  was  on 
all  the  school  teams,  cricket,  hoc¬ 
key  and  rugby.” 

A  Third  Year  Student. 

Lieut.  Malone  was  a  third -year 
student  at  the  University  of  Toronto, 
and  in  the  following  words,  in  a  let¬ 
ter  to  his  father,  Professor  Malcolm 
W.  Wallace,  pays  his  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  his  dead  pupil  and  friend: 
“I  had  something  of  your  own 
fatherly-  affection  for  your  boy,  and 
during  the  last  few  awful  days  of 
suspense  I  have  dreaded  nothing  so 
much  as  the  blow  which  has  now 
fallen.  I  know  several  hundred  of 
the  flower  of  our  country  who  are 
now  serving  the  Empire  overseas, 
but  of  them  all  1  know  no  one  whose 
death  could  have  brought  to  me  such 
a  sense  of  deep  sorrow.  When  I 
dream  of  my  own  little  boy  grown 
up  to  a  man’s  years,  I  like  to  believe 
that  he  may  be  something  like  Maur- 
Ice — so  happy-hearted,  so  generous 
and  thoughtful,  so  wonderful  a.  com¬ 
bination  of  all  the  charms  of  noble- 
youth  and  the  attractiveness  of  a 
high-minded  man,  assuming  life’s 
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heaviest  responsiomties,  His'gener-. 
osity  Of  temper  made  it  impossible 
’  ,  "im  t0  count  the  cost  in  a  cal-t 

culating  spirit.  The  cal!  of  his 
country  went  forth,  and  he  respond-’ 
ded  as  the  merest  matter  of  course 
It.  has  never  been  my  privilege  to 
come  into  intimate  association  with 
anyone  who  seemed  to  me  to  repre- 
sent  all  that  was  finest  in.  young 
manhood  in  such  a  complete  meas- 

“My  heart  aches  when  T  think  of 
your  grief  in  the  loss  of  such  a  son 
Will  you  let  me  hope  that  the  bitter¬ 
ness  of  loss  will  soon  give  some 
Place  to  the  memory  of  his  beautiful 

/e-f  -ed  so.  nobl-y  in  high  service,  i 
It  must  have  been  a  great  happiness 
to  you  to  be  his  father,  and  I  know 
how  warmly  he  repaid  your  affec¬ 
tion.  it  is  my  earnest  prayer  that 
you  my  find  consolation  in  remem¬ 
bering  how  the  wonderful  promise  df 
his  life  was  closed  in  noble  achieve- 
ment.” 

_TTToL  John  A-  Currie  also  added 
his  tribute  to  one  whom  he  held  in 
the  highest  esteem. 

Many  Expressions  of  Sympathy, 

The  expressions  of  sympathy  re¬ 
ceived  by  his  father,  Mr.  E.  T.  Ma¬ 
lone.  K.C.,  are  legion.  Premier  Hearst 
and  Hon.  Geo.  P.  Graham  have  both 
written.  Practically  all  the  judges  at 
Osgoode  Hall,  most  of  whom  knew 
Lieut.  Malone,  have  testified  to  their 
esteem.  Sir  Robert  Borden  tele¬ 
graphed  as  follows:  “My  colleagues 
and  I  send  our  deepest  sympathy  in 
the  great  bereavement'  you  have  sus¬ 
tained  in  the  death  of  your  son.” 

Sir  Mackenzie  Bowell  wrote.  “May 
1  .express  to  you  and  your  ’family 
my  most  heartfelt  sympathy  in  vour 
great  bereavement.  Your  son' has 
laid  down  his  life  for  our  defence 
and  for  th-e  preservation  of  our  liber¬ 
ties.  He  and  his  companion®  in 
arms  have  made  all  Canada  their 
debtors.  I  can  imagine  wha<  it 
means  to  you  all  and  how  -weak 
words  of  sympathy  appear.  T  honor 
your  gallant  son.” 

Was  Just  of  Age. 

Lieut.  Malone  was  21  years  old  in 
April  2nd  last.  He  bought  some¬ 
thing  for  the  men,  who  celebrated  the 
event.  In  writing  home  about  it 
he  said,  “If  I  am  not  a.’  man  after 
7  months  in  the  trenches  I  ought  to 
be.”  I  sincerely  hope  to  spend  my 
next  birthday  at  home.” 

The  following  letter  was  received 
y  Mr.  Malone  from  Mrs.  Geo.  Sher- 
[man.  95  Westmoreland  Avenue,  the 
wife  of  a  Toronto  soldier: 

“Dear  iSir:  T  am  taking  the  privilege 
of  sending  you  my  heartfelt  sympa¬ 
thy  for  the  death  in  action  of  your 
son,  Lieut.  M.  E.  Malone,  of  the  481  h 
Highlander®. 

“My  husband  went  to  England:  with 
the  draft  from  the  58th  Battalion  last 
August,  at  which  time  your  son  also 
went  to  England. 

“I  received  a  letter  last  week  from 
my  husband,  and  he  is  in  a  hospital 
from  shell  shock,  and  your  son  had 
been  to  see  him  and  had  taken  writ¬ 
ing  material,  socks',  tobacco  and 
chocolate,  and  said  to  let  him  know 
if  he  ever  needed  anything.  He  said 
Air.  Brown,  was  coming  to  see  him  as 
soon  as  he  could  get  away. 

“Both  Lieut.  Malone  and  Lieut, 
Brown  are  highly  spoken  of  by  all 
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BOTH  LOST  BOYS. 


Sons  of  Two  Globe  Directors  Killed 
in  Action. 

The  sympathy  of  the  shareholders 
of  the  Globe  Printing  Company 
wept,  out  to  two  .of  their  directors 
yesterday.  Messrs.  E.  T.  Malone. 

K.C.,  and  A.  P.  Rutter,  when  word 
wa,s  received  a  few  minutes  before 
the  annua1  meeting  that  their  sons, 
Lieut  Maurace  E.  Malone,  and  Lieut. 
Guy  W.  Rutter,  had  been  killed  in 
action.  Subsequently  they  passed 
and  sent  a  resolution  of  symnathv  to 
the  parents  of  both  officers. 

Mr.  W.  G.  Jaffray  was  subsequent¬ 
ly  re-elected  president,  and  the  f ol - 
owing  as  directors:  Messrs,  w  G 
Jaffray,  Rev.  R.  A.  J  affray. '  A  F 
Rutter,  G.  Tower  Ferguson,  p.  c 
Larkin  and.  El.  T-  Malone<  K.C. 


tcxU.  %  ij 

ireelipri  isi  made  in  to-day'^  1 
.  stated  that  Capt.  G.  Piy 


b£  'Toronto^  whose  name  ap-~' 


ared  a  few  days  ago  as  having 
been  killed,  is  not  injured,  and  that 
the  name  of  Lieut.  M.  E.  Malone 
should  be  substituted  for  it. 

The  list  follows: 

On  June  5th: 

KILLED. 

Capt.  L.  R.  Gotten,  Pugwash,  N.S. 

Lieut.  G.  S.  Fife. 

Lieut.  I).  G.  Hagarty,  Toronto. 

Lieut  A.  A.  Wanklyn,  Montreal. 

Capt.  P.  MacNaughton,  Edmonton. 

Liqut.  F.  W.  Scott,  Edmonton. 

Lieut.  C.  A.  Wilson,  Edmonton 

Lieut.  W.  M.  Carthen,  Edmonton. 

Lieut.  O.  B.  Cascaden,  Edmonton. 

Lieut.  N.  R.  Mackjost,  Edmonton. 

Major  A.  Young,  Port  Arthur. 

For  name  ol  Capt.  G.  P.  Malone, 
in  eariier  lists,  substitute  that  of 
Lieut.  M.  B.  Malone,  Toronto.  G.  P. 
Malone  is  not  injured. 

DIED  OF  WOUNDS. 

Lieut.  M.  S.  DeBay,  Caledonia 
Springs,  Ont. 

WOUNDED. 

Wounded1 — Capt.  W.  H.  Hudson, 
Belleville;  Lieut.  M.  S.  Hunt,  Sas¬ 
katchewan;  Capt.  E.  W.  Waud,  Mon¬ 
treal;  Lieut.  F.  A.  Rayner,  Pi¬ 
oneers;  Lieut.  C.  B.  Hill,  C.F.A. ; 
Lieut.  B.  Ross,  Engineers;  Lieut.  G. 
R.  Turner,  Egineers  (at  duty) ;  Lieut. 
W.  H.  Sevan,  Engineers  (at  duty), 
Montreal;  Lieut.  T-  F.  Morrison, 
Capt.  H.  W.  Niven.  Capt.  A.  G.  Mar- 

1,  Lieut.  W.  E.  C.  Irwin,  Lieut.  A. 

■Pearson,  Lieut.  E.  S-  McDougall, 
idress;  Major  C.  Y.  Weaver, 
Y  D,  MacLeod,  Capt.  G.  Z. 
"'’apt.  R.  H.  Gregory,  Lieut. 

•'Urs,  Lieut.  H.  Drabble, 
Houghton,  Lieut.  F.  S. 
R.  W.  Ensor,  all  of 
S  F.  B.  Edwards,  Vic- 
H.  Ferguson,  Win- 
V.  W.  Hay,  Lieut, 
f  Port  Arthur; 
n,  Lieut.  B.  C- 
Kingston,  all 
'ownie,  Cal- 


t.  W. 


LIEUT.  GERALD  MALONE, 

brother  of  Lieut.  M.  E.  Malone,  the 
latter  being  in  to-day’s  Casuaity  list. 
He  is  with  the  134th  Battalion  at 
Niagara  Camp. 

tained  rapid  promotion  and  was  made 
chief  machine  gun  instructor  at  the 
camp  in  England.  He  spent  eight 
weeks  in  the  trenches,  being  attached 
to  a  regiment  of  veterans  that  left 
Canada  before  the  first  contingent. 

When  the  authorities  in  England 
received  notification  of  his  recall, 
they  confused  his  name  with  the 
other  Toronto  officer. 

Toronto  Mourns  Lieut.  Malone. 

Lieut.  Malone,  another  Toronto  &f-4 
ficer  to  be  reported  killed  in  action, 
is  evidently  Lieut.  Maurice  •  Edward 
Malone,  son  of  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  K. 
C.,  of  the  firm  of  Malone,  Malone  & 
Long.  Lieut.  Malone,  whose  broth¬ 
er,  Lieut.  Gerald  Malone,  is  with  the 
134th  Battalion  at  Niagara  Camp, 
was  with  the  original  48th  Highland¬ 
ers,  but  left  Toronto  on  August  9th 
last,  with  a  draft  from  a  battalion  at. 
Niagara.  He  was  again  transferred 
before  going  to  the  front.  He  was 
twenty  years  of  age,  and  a  university 
student  before  enrolling  for  overseas' 
service. 

Lieut.  W.  William  Kippen,  reported 
slightly  wounded,  but  on  duty,  left 
with  the  first  contingent  as  a  private 
in  a  battalion  made  up  wholly  of  re-  t 
Waits  from  Toronto  regiments.  He 
theA._14t  years*  old.  For  brav- ] 
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Officers  in  the 

Casualty  List 

< ■  i: x era i ,  mjekc j ;n. 

Mr.  Frederick  Mercer,  Moore  Park 
rother  of  Major-General  Mercer,  hasH 

^ei!i  ^Ply  to  his  cable  to 
Gem  ge  Perley,  Acting:  I-ligii 

aSkin8'.f°r  in  1  °rniation 
e0aidin»  the  missing  officer.  Sir 
George  replied  that  the  ‘-Record  of- 

present5”'10  further  information  at 

CAI»T.  G.  A.  15.  BUCHANAN. 

thpN  vone  *  lle  .m issi n g.  reported  by 
i  the  Militia  Department  to-dav.  is 

!-idia^iin\rG'  A/  Buchanaffi  9th  Can¬ 
adian  Mounted  Rifles,  who  was  an 

joffieei  of  the  23rd  Rangers,  a  West- 
lein  militia  unit,  before  he  enlisted1 
i service.  Captain  Bucha- 
an  was  b°rn  ,n  Canada  but  he  had 
ii  ed  m  Grand  Rapids,  Mich.,  where 
|  Ins  next-ut-kin  now  resides.  Capt 
j  Buchanan  enlisted  for  overseas  ser¬ 
vice  at  saskatoon  on  March  13,  1915. 

LIEUT.  M.  i:.  MALONE. 

r ii?Ut'  Maione-  reported  in  to- 

,  days  casualty  list  as  having  been 
:  killed,  was  a  son  of  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone 
j  K  C  So  Queen's  Park.  QjJ-the  cas-’ 

;  iidlttv  ust  givevn  out  on  Monday  it 
i  vvas  reported  that  Captain  W.  P  Ma- 
;  lone  of  Owen  Sound  had  been  killed, 
i  Lius  wasilater  founr  to  be  an  error,  j 
i  ,  .le,uteuant  Malone  joined  the  58th  : 
-battalion  and  was  transferred  to  the  1 
loth  oil  the  arrival  of  the  former  in  ' 
England.  He  went  to  school  at  St. 


Andrew's  College.  One  of  his  broth-  ! 

G-.x-  Malone,  is  with  the 
Jo -Hi  I  Battalion  now  in  training  at  i 


Niagara  Camp 


GREATEST  OF  ALL  GAME 


WROTE  LIEUT.  MALONE. 


Toronto  Officer's  Last  Letter  Full  of 
Cheer — Trench  Warfare  Like  a 
Keen  Contest. 

A  letter,  probably  the  last  tha 
:eut.  M.  E.  Malone  wrote  from  Bel1! 
dim  before  he  fell  in  the  fightin 
s  just  been  received  by  Mr.  W. 
urns.  It  is  dated  May  23  and  isG 
-arked  by  all  the  cheer  and  courage 
that  were  so  outstanding  in  “Mike” 
Malone’s  character.  It  reads: 

Belgium,  May  23rd,  1916. 

W.  H.  Burns,  Esq.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Mr.  Burns,— Your  very  wel¬ 
come  letter  received  last  night  and,  [ 
believe  me,  I  enjoyed  every  bit  of 
it.  You  certainly  covered  all  the, 
sports,  but  I  have  come  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  they  are  all  tame  com- . 
pared  with  this  shell  giame  they  play 
out  here.  Instead  of  trying  to  find 
which  shell  the  pea  is  under,  the  > 
shell  tries  to  find  you,  and  scares 
the  life  out  of  you.  That’s  the  ‘ 
only  difference  between  Canadian  f 
rules  and  German  ones.  <• 

There  isn’t  very  much  to  talk  about 
except  the  war,  and  when  the  war 
is  concerned  “  Silence  is  golden.” 11 
Believe  me,  silence  is  something  to 
be  cultivated  out  here.  The  other 
night  some  youthful  young  brigands  | 
were  merrily  pushing  a  truck  down 
a  railway  track.  I  heard  them  com¬ 
ing.  Fritz  heard  them  going — well, 
the  result  is  obvious.  About  half  a 
dozen  “  whizz  bangs?  ”  all  around  us. 
But  believe  me,  it’s  all  very  well  to 
be  proud,  hut  I  sure  was  on  my  belly 
making  myself  look  about  as  small 
as  possible  during  the  whole  perform¬ 
ance. 


^We  are  at  present  Hvlug.,  nor^on 
the  best  of  terms,  but  nevertheless 
quite  close  to  Mr.  Fritz.  In  fact,  he 
is  about  80  yards  away.  Every  once 
in  a  while  we  exchange  compliments 
in  the  shape  of  bombs,  rifle  grenadesj 
trench  mortars,  Minnenw-erfers,  etc., 
but  as  a  rule  Fritz  remembers  an¬ 
other  engagement,  and  quits  before', 
things  go  too  far. 

Minnenwerfers  are  one  of  the 
choicest  means  of  amusement  found 
in  the  war.  “Minny”,  as  the  boys 
can  her,  has  it  on  them  all,  and  as 
soon  >as  they  switch  her  on  us  we 
lose  no  time  in  having  the  artillery 
right  on  the  job.  Minny  throws  a 
shell  about  220  lbs.  in  weight  and  be¬ 
lieve  me  when  it  bursts  we  all  know 
about  it.  The  shell  goes  away  up 
in  the  air  and  you  have  to  judge 
where  it  is  going  to  fall  and  then 
beat  it  for  the  love  of  Mike.  Talk 
about  training  outfielders.  If  you 
make  an  error  in  this  game,  it’s  good 
night.  Of  course  we  have  all  sorts 
of  frightfulness,  which  we  try  out 
on  Fritz.  Our  trench  mortars  blow 
the  living  daylights  out  of  everything 
in  sight. 

OLD  DAYS  AT  ISLAND. 

This  game  has  got  too  darn  scien -[ 
tific  to  be  pleasant.  A  fellow  with  a 
telescopic  sight  on  his  rifle  can  let 
holes  in  you  at  800  yards  with  the 
greatest  ease.  Just  like  a  ferryboat 
to  the  Island.  I  suppose  Jim  McCaf- 
fery  will  be  opening  up  to-morrow 
■it.  the  Island.  I  certainly  would  like 
o  be  there,  down  by  third  base,  and 
help  the  boys  along,  a  few  fatherly 
words  of  advice,  you  know  it  all 
helps.  So  Doc  Woods  is  still  on  the  » 
turf,  eh?  Somehow  or  other,  I  had 
the  idea  that  he  had  retired. 

That’s  the  trouble,  you  know.  [ 
These  old  champions  of  the  late  ’70s  j 
know  when  they  are  through.  With  i 
dodging  things  that  have  been  com-  j; 
i.ng  my  way,  I  think  my  eye  ought  to  j 
be  in  pretty  good  shape.  Of  course  I  ' 
never  was  much  of  a  star  at  that! 
game.  The  best  game  I  think  I  ever  1 
had  was  one  day  I  poked  the  ball  ; 
over  the  hill  on  the  14th  hole.  I 
want  down  after  it  and  found  eight 
others.  Even  then  father  -snoilt  it 
by  losing  four  before  we  got  through. 

BEHIND  THE  TRENCHES. 

We  had  a  game  of  baseball  with  j 
the  officers  of  the  58th  the  other  | 
day,  and  we  trimmed  them  to  the  j 
King’s  taste,  11-4  or  something  like! 
that.  The  day  before  a  team  from  ; 
the  battalion  beat  one  of  their  teams,  j 
It  was  a  darn  good  game.  They 
unearthed  some  old  boy  to  referee.  | 
He  had  just  come  out  to  France,  • 
and'  in  his  palmier  days  . had  been  an 
umpire  in  some  league  dr  other,  j 
Well,  it  was  a-  scream.  He  took  it  I 
all  very  serious’ y  and  you  would  j 
think  that  it  was  a  World’s  Series  ! 
game.  First  of  all  he  held  up  the 
ball  and  examined  it.  There  was  a 
Hitch  out  of  it,  so  he  threw  it  in 
and  wouldn’t  let  them  play  with  it.  ■ 
They  brew  out  a  new  hall  which  he  : 
rubbed  in  the  dirt  and  handed  to 1  r 
the  pitcher,  then  “Play  Ball!”  and,  I  C 
by  gad,  niching  got  by  him.  h 

In  a  battalion  you  have  all  the 

trades  and  professions  yo-u  ever 
heard  of,  from  a  lawyer  down  to  ball 
players  or  anything  else. 

Well,  Mr.  Burns,  I  will  close  now- 
as  I  have  to  he  on  the  job  and  see 
that  no  one  has  run  away  with  the 
trench. 

Good-bye,  and  the  best  of  luck. 

Yours  sincerely, 

MAURICE  MALONE.  , 


Two  Directors,  A.  F,  Rutter  and 
E.  T.  Malone,  K=C.?  Bereaved 

At  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Com- ; 
pany  Yesterday  Satisfactory  Re-  j 
ports  Were  Presented  of  the  Year’s 
Operations. 


The  annual  meeting  of  the  share-  1 
holders  of  the  Globe  Printing  Com¬ 
pany  yesterday  was  overshadowed  by 
the  tragic  news  which  reached  two 
of  the  directors,  Messrs  A.  F.  Rutter 
and  E.  T.  Malone,  K.  C.,  in  the  Globe 
office  a  few  minutes  before  it  began, 
that  their  sons  at  the  front  had  been 
killed  in  the  recent  battle.  Learning 
of  their  tragic  loss  while  the  meeting 
was  in  progress,  those  in  attendance 
asked  the  Directors  to  convey  to  Mr. 
Rutter.  Mr.  Malone  and  their  families 
an  expression  of  sorrow.  At  a  subse¬ 
quent  meeting  of  the  Directors,  the 
following  resolution  was  passed: 
Moved  by  Mr.  P.  C.  Larkin,  seconded 
by  Mr.  G.  Tower  Fergusson,  and  re¬ 
solved  that  the  Board  of  Directors  of 
the  Globe  Printing  Company  desire  to 
express,  on  behalf  of  themselves  and 
of  the  shareholders,  as  directed  at  the 
annual  meeting  to-day,  their  heart¬ 
felt  sympathy  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  F. 
Rutter  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  T.  Ma¬ 
lone  and  the  members  of  their  fam¬ 
ilies,  in  the  great  loss  sustained  by 
them  in  the  deaths  of  their  sons, 
Lieut.  Guy  Warwick  Rutter  and  Lieut. 
Maurice  E.  Malone,  who,  on  the  field 
of  battle,  have  given  the  last  supreme 
pledge  of  patriotic  devotion. 

The  report  of  the  Globe’s  affairs, 
presented  to  the  stockholders,  on  be¬ 
half  of  the  Board  by  the  President. 
Mr.  W.  G.  Jaffray  showed  that,  des¬ 
pite  the  difficult  conditions  arising 
from  the  war,  the  finances  of  The  ’ 
Globe  are  in  a  satisfactory  state  and  j 
that  the  customary  dividend  had  been 
paid  during  the  year.  The  Globe’s 
circulation  is  at  high-water  mark  and 
remarkably  free  from  fluctuation. 
Messrs  W.  G.  Jaffray,  Rev.  R.  A.  Jaf¬ 
fray,  A.  F.  Rutter,  G.  Tower  Fergus¬ 
son,  P.  C.  Larkin  and  E.  T.  Malone, 
K.  C.,  were  re-elected  directors  by 
unanimous  vote,  and  Mr,  W.  G.  Jaf¬ 
fray  \.as  subsequently  re-elected 
President.  — . 

MALONE — Killed  on  the  field  of 
battle  in  Flanders.  3rd  June.  1916, 
Lieut.  Maurice  Edward  Malone,  of 
4  S  tli  Highlanders,  loth  Battalion, 
1st  Canadian  Division  .youngest  son 
of  E.  T.  and  Amy  Malone,  86  Queen  s 
Park,  Toronto,  aged  21  years  and 
30  days. 
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^  HOpqiroi  . .  — 

From  Our  Own  Reporter. 

Ottawa,  June  7.— There  are  several 
Toronto  names  in  to-day  s  casualty 
list,  as  follows: 

Killed. 

Lieut.  D.  G.  Hagarty,  P.P.C.L.l. 

Died  of  Wounds. 

Lieut.  M.  E.  Malone. 

Lieut.  G.  N.  Rutter. 

Missing. 

Lieut,  H.  W.  Cockshutt. 

Lieut.  F.  W.  Wood. 

Wounded. 

Lieut  H.  W.  Kippen. 

The  complete  list  which  SiJPS 
new  names,  issued  this  moinm;„ 

reads: — • 


.Sib—- 


cvn ci  took  par t'in  atm eTIc  sporfsA 
St.  Andrew’s  Boys. 

Lieut.  Guy  Rutter,  of  Toronto,  is 
reported  in  the  latest  casualty*,  list  to 
have  died  of  the  wounds  sustained  in 
the  fighting  at  Zillebeke.  The  news 
was  a  terrible  shock  to  his  parents 
and  friends.  He  was  first  said  to  be 
missing,  but  almost  simultaneously 
with  the  publication  of  that  report  a 
cablegram  from  him  reached  his 
father,  Mr.  A.  F.  Rutter,  of  Warwick 
Brothers  and  Rutter,  containing  the 
reassuring  statement  that  his  wounds 
were  not  serious.  Finally,  the  official 
report  made  public  the  word  that  he 
had  succumbed  to  the  injuries  he  had 
received  on  the  field.  He  was  2  3  years 
of  age. 

Lieut.  Rutter  was  a  pupil  at  St. 
Andrew’s  (College  from  1905  until  1910 
when  he  Matriculated,  ana  went  to 
the  University  of  Toronto  to  take  a 
course  in  applied  science,  which  he 
completed.  He  attained  the  post  of 
prefect  at  St.  Andrew’s.  He  was  a 
member  of  the  football  team  and  the 
first  .crioket  eleven,  an<^  he  belonged 
to  the  cadet  oorps.  He  joined  the 
Mounted  Rifles  for  active  service  at 
the  front  in  September  last. 

Lieut.  Maurice  E.  Malone,  of  -o 
ronto,  haa  died  of  wounds  received  in 
action.  He  was  the  son  of  E.  T 
Malone,  K.C.,  of  the  firm  of  Malone 
Malone  and  Long,  who.  resides  at  86 
Queen’s  Park.  Lieut.  Malone,  who 
was  familiarly  known  as  '‘Mike,”  was 
21  years  of  age  on  April  2  last.  He 
volunteered  for  overseas  service  with 
the  5  8th  Battalion.  He  left  for  Eng 
land  with  a  draft  of  soldiers  of  that 
unit  on  August  9  last,  and  on  his  ar 
rival  there  was  transferred  to  another 
corp-  Lieut.  Malone  was  a  member 
of  the  4  8th  Highlanders.  He  took  a 
keen  interest  in  all  forms  of  sport 
and  played  with  the  University  of  To¬ 
ronto  iunior  O.  H.  A.  team. 

Lieut.  Malone  was  a  pupil  at  St. 
Andrew’s  College,  where  he  reached 
the  dignity  of  prefect,  for  six  years. 
He  entered  the  college  in  190"  and  left 
in  1913  to  commence  his  course  of 
study  at  the  University  of  Toronto. 
He  was  in  his  second  year  at  the 
University  when  he  left  to  take  his 
place  in  the  battle  line.  At.  St.  An¬ 
drew’s  College  Lieut.  Malone  was  an 
officer  of  the  cadet  corps  in  1912  and 
1913.  He  was  also  a  member  of  the 
first  cricket  eleven.  At  the  university, 
too,  he  took  an  interest  in  sports  and 
played  hockey  with  the  Junior  O.H.A. 

team.  ,,  , 

His  brother,  Lieut.  Gerald  Malone, 

is  with  the  134th  Battalion. 

•  Lieut.  C.  A.  Wilson,  who  lost,  his 
inUtiie  fight  ah-Z’llehAk.e.  was  a 


Leading  His  Men 
Like  a  Veteran 

Brother  Officers  Tell  of  the 
Heroic  Conduct  of  Lieut . 

I  Malone 


i 


BY  W.  A.  WILLISON 

Staff  Correspondent  of  The  Daily 
News  in  Great  Britain. 
Registered  in  Accordance  With  the 
Copyright  .Act. 

London,  June  12. — A  brother  ( 
officer,  ■  writing  from  France,  j 
tells  of  the  death  of  Lieut.  M.  E.  j  i 
Malone  as  follows:  “He  was  J 
killed  while  handling  his  menjt 
with  perfect  coolness  and  cour-  j  \ 
age  under  a  terrific  shell  fire.  He;1 
was  shot  through  the  breast  and;, 
his.  death  was  painless.”  An¬ 
other  brother  officer,  who. is  here 
wounded,  says  that  when  lie  was  i 
kbit,  Lieut.  Malone  was  leading! 

!  his  men  like  a  veteran.  j 


j 


Day  by  day  further  tragic  but 
heroic  stories  of  deeds  of  valor  and 
supreme  sacrifices  are  being  unfolded 
by  the  publication  of  over-long  cas¬ 
ualty  lis$s.  Toronto  sons,  men  of  the 
famous '  first  contingent  and  no  less 
notable  second  contingent,  axe  shed¬ 
ding  their  blood  as  hundreds  of  fel- 
low-Britishers  and  Canadians  are,  for 
the  great  cause-  During  the  past  few 
days  many  Toronto  homes  have  been 
darkened  by  sorrowful  news,  but 
through  the  darkness  has  shone  the 
light  of  a  heroic  service  well  render¬ 
ed  by  beloved  sons.  These  are  bale¬ 
ful  days,  but  the  clouds  have  silver 
linings. 

Q.'ask  of  Compiling  Casualties. 

As  a  consequence  of  the  heavy  tasks 
imposed  upon  the  staffs  at  the  base 
and  at  Ottawa,  wrong  information,  at 
times,  is  given  out  to  relatives  and  to 
the  press.  Like  the  relatives,  the 
press  gets  its  casualty  lists  from  Ot¬ 
tawa,  and  gives  them  as-  they  are  re¬ 
ceived. 

Toronto  families  of  all  ranks  and 
stations  of  life  are  represented  in  the 
fighting  around  Zillebeke,  Belgium. 
The  losses  in  the  rank  and  file  loom 
large.  The  number  of  officers  dead, 
missing  and  wounded  demonstrates 
that  they  were  in  their  places  at  the 
head  of  their  men  when  the  crisis 
came. 

!L'\vo  Young  Heroes  Fall. 

The  principal  feature  of  yesterday’s 
casualty  lists  was  the  number  of  cor¬ 
rections  which  had  to  be  made,  some, 
unhappily,  for  the  worse,  others  for 
the  better.  Lieut.  Guy  W.  Rutter,  son 
the  better.  Lieut.  Guy  Warwick  Rut¬ 
ter,  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  F.  Rutter, 
who  thoughtfully  cabled  his  parents 
stating  that  his  wounds  were  not  seri¬ 
ous,  is  dead  of  his  Injuries.  In  the 
same  list  is  the  name  of  Lieut.  M.  E. 
Malone,  son  of  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  also 
X/icuts.  Rutter,  Malone  and  jpagartj  dead  0f  wounds.  Bis  name  Is  substi- 

Among  the  Heroic  Slain  in  the!  for  t^ia^  G-  p*  Malone 

j  of  Owen  Sound,  who,  it  is  presumed,  is 
Recent  Hard  Fighting  in  Belgium  safe.  Other  corrections  are  ttiose  of 

Cant.  Alex.  Sinclair  and  Ca.pt.  ‘‘Eddie” 
— City  Battalion  in  the  x  ray.  j  Rickie  of  Toronto,  who  are  now  re- 

I  ported  safe.  The  latter  has  been  dis¬ 
charged  from  hospital. 


Cabled  Deaths  of  Toronto’s 
Gallant  Sons  Still  Coming 


MANY  FAMILIES  HARD  HIT 


Returned  to  Duty  and  Death. 

An  tin  usually  sad  feature  of  yes¬ 
terday  s  casualty  list  was  the  an¬ 
nouncement  of  the  death  of  Lieut.  D. 

.  GaXla£Hagarty  of  the  P.  p.  C.  L  I 
son  b.f  Lieut. -Col.  E_  W.  Hasrartv  J 

way  hoi  Battalion.  He  was  on  his 

tuLr’c  k  1°  ,becorne  Adjutant  of  his 
battaHon  when  he  was  in¬ 
formed,  while  In  England,  that  the 
officer  who  had  taken  charge  of  his 
machine  gun  detachment  had  been 
Killed,  and  thus  learned  that  his  pres¬ 
ence  was  needed  back  on  the  tiring 

l|\e‘  ,He  w^nt  back  and  met  death,  as 
did  his  predecessor. 

**  was  further  stated  that  the  re- 

cSft  H  Major  Hamilton 

ilTT  -the  founder  and  originator  of 
he  1  rmcess  Pats,  was  incorrect.  He 
Is  reported  alive  but  wounded. 

Lieut.  Guy  Warwick  Rutter,  report¬ 
ed  dead  of  wounds,  was  born  on  Feb- 
ruary  1,  1  893,  and  received  his  educa- 
tion  at  the  Toronto  Model  School  St 
Andrew  s  College  and  the  University 
of  Toronto,  graduating  from  the  hk'- 
tei  m  1915.  For  some  time  previous 
To  enlisting  he  was  an  architectural 
etuciJmt  with  Sproatt  &  Rolph  and 
with  Bond  &  Smith.  He  was  *  mem¬ 
ber  of  St.  Andrew’s  Cadets,  later  tak¬ 
ing  a  course  in  the  University  Officers’ 
Training  Corps,  and  receiving  a  com-F 
mission  in  the  Mississauga  Hors%* 
from  which  he  was  transferred  to  the 
4th  Canadian  Mounted  Rifles,  2nd*C. 
M.  R.  Brigade.  He  received  trailing 
in  Toronto.  Niagara  Camp  and  /  Val- 
cartier  before  going  overseas./  He 
went  to  England  in  July  and  After  a 
I  short  time  at  Shorncliffe  wa/  sent  to 
•the  front  in  October.  / 

He  was  an  Anglican  and  a/  MaspTi .  He 
was  a  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  F.  Gutter 
and  is  also  survived  by  a/br other  and 
isister.  / 

%  Lieut.  M.  E.  Via  lone,  of  the  4  S  lh 

Highlanders,  who  erf  listed  with  Tiie 
»8ih  Battalion  but  was  transferred  to 
the  15th  Baitalion/fs  dead  of  wounds. 

He  attained1  his  Majority  while  in  the 
f renches  on  April  2nd.  Before  en¬ 
ding  he  was -in  his  fourth  year  of 
ie  University,  after  leaving  St. 
jidrew’s  College,  where  he  acted  as 
efect,  a  inf  made  a  name  for  him- 
f  fn  the/ athletic  as  well  as  schol- 
fic  world.  In  the  college  hockey 
am  he  shone  as  a.  star  goalkeeper. 

He  was  an  unusually  fine  type  of 
manhood,  being  six  feet  one  inch  in 
height,  a  virtual  physical  giant.  His 
felder  brother,  Lieut.  Gerald  Malone,  : 
is  now  with  “A”  Company,  13  4th 
Battalion,  in  training  at  Niagara.  The 
late  Lieut.  Malone’s  eldest  brother, 
Frank,  is  married  and  living  in  Mon¬ 
treal.  His  father  is  Mr.  E.  T.  Ma¬ 
lone,  barrister,  of  the  firm  of  Malone, 
Malone  &  Long,  Toronto  General 
Trusts  Building,  Bay  street. 


Lieut.  D.  G.  Hagarty,  P.  P.  C.  L.  I., 
dead  of  wounds,  son  of  Lieut. -Col.  E. 
W.  Hagarty,  O.  C.  the  2  01st  Bat¬ 
talion,  was  on  his  way  home  when 
requested  to  return  to  duty.  He  was 
to  have  served  as  Adjutant  of  his 
father’s  unit.  He,  too  attained  his 
majority  while  serving  in  the  trenches. 
He  matriculated  with  honors  from 
Harbord  Collegiate,  of  which  his  fa¬ 
ther  was  Principal  up  to  the  time  he 
was  ordered  to  recruit  the  201st  Bat¬ 
talion.  He  latter  graduated  from  the 
S.  P.  S.,  University  of  Toronto,  '  and 
immediately  enlisted  with  the  Uni¬ 
versity  Overseas  Company,  as  rein¬ 
forcements  to  the  Princess  Pats.  Dur¬ 
ing  his  school  days  he  always  took  an 
active  interest  in  cadet  work,  and  had 
attended  the  famous  Bisley  Rifle  meet 
in  England.  This  experience  stood 
him  in  good  stead  when  the  call 
came.  While  in  England  he  served 
at  several  camps  and  became  in¬ 
structor  at  the  Canadian  Military 
School  in  England.  Lieut.  Hagarty 
was  continuously  in  the  trenches  for 
(  four  months,,  previous-vto  his  death. 


THE  EVENING  TELEGRAM,  WEDNESDAY,  JUN 


First-Hand  Stories  of  the  Battle  of  Zillebeke 


HIT  WHILE  LEADING  MEN 
LIEUT.  MALONE'S  GALLANT  END 


Brother  Officers  Tell  How  He 
Refused  Attention  —  Urged 
Men  to  Go  On — Showed 
His  Usual  Courage 
to  the  Last 


The  deep  sympathy  felt  for  Mr.  E. 

T.  Malone  and  the  members  of  hfe 
family  at  the  death  of  Lieut.  Maurice 
Malone,  of  the  48th  Highlanders,  is 
re-echoed  from  the  battlefront,  and 
the  following  letters  indicate  in  some 
degree  the  esteem  in  which  th'e  de¬ 
ceased  officer  was  held  by  his  brother 
officers  now  in  the  firing  line.  The 
late  Lieut  Malone  was  killed  in  action 
at  the  battle  of  Zillebeke  while  gal¬ 
lantly  leading  hie  men  to  the  recap¬ 
ture  of  the  ground  lost  to  the  Ger¬ 
mans  when  they  suddenly  launched  a 
fierce  offensive  on  the  Canadian  lines. 

Lieut.  Malone  was  a  third  year  Var¬ 
sity  man  at  the  time  of  his  enlistment. 

He  was  familiarly  known  as  “Mike,’1 
and  was  the  crack  goalkeeper  of  the 
Varsity  junior  O.  H.  A.  team. 

Writing  to  Dr.  Bruce  Macdonald,  of 
St.  Andrew’s  College,  Lieut.  Arnold 
Davison  states  under  date  of  June  6th: 

“It  is  the  privilege  of  many  chape  to  1 
die  for  their  country  in  the  trenches  ; 
in  relief  and  working  parties,  but  few 
die  in  leading  their  men  into  an  attack 
such  as  good  old  ‘Mike’  Malone. 

HEROIC  ADVANCE. 

“We  advanced  from  brigade  head¬ 
quarters  in  skirmishing  order  through 
a  heavy  barrage  of  artillery  to  a  ridge, 
where  we  halted  and  formed  up.  From 
this  point,  in  broad  daylight,  the  real  movement 
advance  w7as  made,  and  on  coming  to  still  cool, 
the  brow  of  the  hill. we  were  met  by 
one  of  the  most  intense  artillery,  ma¬ 
chine  gun  and  rifle  fire  ever  concen¬ 
trated  on  one  point,  except  probably 
at  Verdun.  It  was  here  poor  old 
‘Mike’  was  hit  leading  his  men,  and 
fortunately  died  instantaneously  and 
without  pain.  I  will  not  go  into 
‘Mike’s'  many  fine  points,  because 
anyone  who  knew  him  is  aware  of  his 
qualities,  but,  suffice  it  to  say,  he  was 
one  of  the  most  popular  and  efficient 
officers  in  the  48th  Highlanders. 

“His  funeral  to-day  the  whole  bat¬ 
talion  attended  with,  the  band,  and 
I  never  hope  to  see  a  more  impres-  fled  by  the  sergeants  of  his  company 
sive  sight.  His  coffin,  draped  with  and  the  firing  party  was  composed 


SHOT  THROUGH  HEART.  ' 
Capt.  P.  P.  Acland,  who  command¬ 
ed  the  late  Lieut.  Malone’s  company, 
and  who  is  the  son  of  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Labor,  wrote  to  Mr.  E.  T. 
Malone  on  the  7th  of  June,  express¬ 
ing  his  deepest  sympathy  with  the 
family  in  their  sad  bereavement, 
goes  on  to  say  that  he  extends  his 
congratulations  to  them  on  the 
splendid  manner  of  Lieut.  Malone’s 
death  in  the  action  at  Zillebeke  on 
June  3rd. 

“He  fell,  shot  through  the  heart 
by  a  machine  gun  bullet.  He  h^d 
been  doing  invaluable  work  all  the 
morning.  As  you  have  seen  in  the 
official  accounts,  the  Germans  had 
effected  a  break  in  the  line  at  this 
point.  We,  who  were  in  reserve, 
were  suddenly  called  up,  and  after  a 
long  night  march,  made  an  advance 
in  broad  daylight  under  a  heavy 
shell  fire  and  machine  gun  fire, 
w-hich  enabled  us  to  take  up  a  posi¬ 
tion,  which  secured  most  of  the  lost 
ground,  and  denied  the  enemy  the 
advantage  they  had  so  nearly 
secured.  It  was  at  the  furthest 
point  of  our  advance,  about  7.30  in 
the  morning,  when  your  son — ‘Mike’ 
was  his  nickname — was  struck 
down.  He  had  been  behaving  most 
gallantly. 

.  GALLANTLY  LED  HIS  MEN. 

“Except  for  the  manner  in  which 
he  brought  his  men  up  to  reinforce 
my  line,  we  should  have  not  been  able 
to  advance  as  far  as  we  did.  At  the 
moment  he  "was  hit  he  was  looking 
for  means  to  get  through  a  dense 
hedge  which  blocked  our  forward 
When  he  was  hit  he  was 
He  at  first  gave  the  usual 
call  for  stretcher-bearers  to  let  us 
know  he  was  down.” 

The  call  for  stretcher-bearers  re¬ 
ferred  to  In  the  letter  was  not  a  call 
for  assistance,  but  an  intimation  that 
another  officer  was  required  to  carry 
the  men  on. 

“Then  as  others  around  him  were 
falling  he  added  quietly:  ‘Never 
mind,  it  is  all  right.’  A  moment 
later  he  fell.  We  buried  him  with 
full  military  honors,  the  whole  bat¬ 
talion  attending.  In  the  same  ceme¬ 
tery  and  in  the  game  row  with  Lieut.- 
.Col.  Marshall.  The  casket  was  car 


!i 


a  Union  Jack,  and  lying  on  top  of 
this  his  Glengarry  and  Sam  Browne 
belt,  was  carried  on  a  limber,  pro¬ 


of  men  from  his  old  platoou  and  com¬ 
manded  by  myself.  We  considered  it 
an  honor  to  be  allowed  to  pay  a  last 


Deu,  was  uaincu  w  ^ 

ceded  by  the  pipe  band.  The  offl-  Jmark  of  respect  ta^j^memory La 
cers  followed  the  limber,  and  then 
came  the  battalion.  It  was  most 
touching  to  see  the  French  peasants, 
who  were  working  on  the  roads,  re¬ 
move  their  caps  as  the  body  passed 
them,  but  the  saddest  thing  of  all  is 
to  hear  the  ‘Last  Post’  sounded  at 
the  graveside.”_ 


1HE  counter-attack:'^^ 

Captain  “Pete”  G.  Campbell  aisb^ 
wrote  on  June  6th  to  Mr.  Malone,  ex¬ 
pressing  his  sympathy,  and  in  his  let¬ 
ter  he  says:  “It  was  really  a  cruel 
task,  the  counter-attack  they  had  to 
make,  but  they  made  it  well,  along 
with  the  other  units.  We  were  en 
joying  a  nice  rest  in  corps  reserve 
when  the  line  wavered  and  our  bri¬ 
gade  was  thrown  into  the  breach.  I 
am  on  the  staff  and  saw  the  Bat¬ 
talion  in  position.  Major  Forbes, 
second  Jn  command,  who  was”  rather 
badly  wounded,  told  me  in  the  dress¬ 
ing  station  that  ‘Mike’  was  absolutely 
splendid  and  that  ne  was  going  to 
write  to  the  officer  commanding  the 
battalion  '  to  have  ‘Mike’  mentioned 
for  a  medal.  This  wus  before  we 
heard  that  ‘Mike’  had  been  killed. 
Forbes  says  he  was  all  over  tie  line  ( 
when  he  was  wounded.  The  acting  1 
0.  C.  was  sending  to  Alike’  -for  in¬ 
formation  regarding  the  position  and 


situation.  The  tough'  part  about  it 
was  being  in  corps"  reserve,  Old 
‘Mike’  going  on  leave  in  five  days. 
‘Bud’  Brown  was  going  Thursday, 
and  put  off  his  leave  a  week  in  order 
to  go  with  ‘Mike,’  his  chum. 
Although  I  am  now  with  the  staff  I 
am  still  as  much  a  48th.  man  as  1 
ever  was.” 

BEHAVED  LIKE  HERO. 

Captain  Maybee,  the  paymaster, 
wrote  Mr.  Malone,  expressing  .  has 
deep  regret  at  Lieut.  Malone’aJ&iaxh, 
and  in  a  very  sympathetic  communi¬ 
cation  states:  “We  buried  himflin  one 
of  the  British  casualty  clearirjpceme- 
teries  with  a  fine  military  funeral. 
It  will  be  some  satisfaction  to  you 
and  yours  to  know  that  Maurice — or 
‘Mike’  as  we  called  him  —  behaved 
like  a  hero  and  maintained  his  cool, 
optimistic .  spirit  all  through  the 
ordeal,  which  was  nothipg  less  than 
a  charge  up  a  hill  In  broad  daylight. 
His  splendid  conduct  was  remarked 
upon  by  all  the  officers  and  many  of 
the  men,  and  we  have  never  lost  an 
officer  who  will  be  more  sadly 
missed.  We  are  making  arrange¬ 
ments  for  a  suitable  memorial  for 
him  and  Colonel  Marshall.  Their 
graves  are  very  close  together  in  the 
same  cemetery.” 

IN  FRONT  OF  LINE. 

Captain  W.  P.  Malone,  who  was  re¬ 
ported  killed,  and  whose  name  was 
for  a  time  confused  with  that  of  the 
late  Lieut.  Maurice  Malone,  writes 
in  the  same  eulogistic  strain  about 
the  heroic  conduct  of  the  son  of  Mr. 
E.  T.  Mialone.  Hie  say©  .in  part: 
“Captain  Acland  has  written  you. 
The  attack  was  made  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  with  the  object  of  recovering 
much  of  the  lost  ground.'  We  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  establishing  the  line  800 
yards  in  advance  of  the  line  held  by 
us  the  night  before.  Maurice  led 
his  men  in  very  gallant  manner  and 
was  killed  in  front  of  the  }ine.” 


ORDERED  MEN  ON.  “ 

Lieut.  Albert  (“Gamey”)  Sitratton. 
o  was  with  other  friends  of  the 
late  Lieut.  Malone  at  the  last  scene 
in  his  earthly  career,  and  shed  a  tri¬ 
butary  tear  at  his  graveside,  is  serv¬ 
ing  with  the  Divisional  Supply 
Column.  Writing  to  Mrs.  Malone  he 
states:  “His  brother  officers  told  me 
Maurice  led  his  men  over  the  parapet 
towards  the  Germans.  It  was  in  the 
charge  at  the  hill  that  he  was  shot 
In  the  breast  with  a  bullet  from  a 
German  machine  gun  and  he 
fell.  Some  of  his  men  stopped  to 
aid  him,  but  with  a  worthy  spirit 
he  ordered  them  to  go  on,  saying  toe 
was  all  right.  A  short  time  after¬ 
wards  he  died  in  the  middle  of  the 
battle  among  his) fighting  men.  His 
body  was  brought  back  by  one  of  his 
men,  and  yesterday  he  was  buried 
with  full  military  honors.  I  am 
having  flowers  put  on  his  grave  and 
will  see  that  it  is  properly  looked 
after.” 

HIS  BEST  FRIEND. 

“It  is  indeed  with  a  heavy  heart 
that  I  write  to-night  from  Belgium,” 
says  Lieut.  H.  L.  Symons,  in  a  letter 
to  Mrs.  Malone,  mother  of  the  de¬ 
ceased  officer,  “for  to-day  they  have 
buried  with  full  military  honors  my 
best  friend,  your  son.  To  say  that  I 
sympathize  with  a  whole  heart 
seems  scarcely  enough,  Mrs.  Malone, 
for  our  friendship  was  so  deep  and 
sincere  that  it  seems  impossible  that 
it  is  at  last  broken.  He  was  true  blue 
to  the  very  last,  Mr®.  Malone,  and 
always  was  from  way  back  in  the 
days  long  ago,  the  era  of  ‘Sherlock 
Holmes’  and  ‘The  Point’  to  these 
stern  times  when  none  knows  who’s 
next.  Everywhere  and  always  dear 
old  ‘Mike’  Malone’s  name  has  rung 
out  and  will  continue  to  do  so,  clear 
and  true.  No  one  knows  better  than 
I  of  how  well  he  was  thought  of  by 
all  that  knew  him. 

EVERYBODY’S  FRIEND. 

“I  know  of  none  who  was  so  wide¬ 
ly  known.  He  was  everybody’s  friend 
— my  best.  As  yet  I  have  not  seen 
‘Bud.’  They  tell  me  he  was  not  too 
badly  cut  up.  Details  of  that  fatal 
morning  are  quite  clear.  Part  of  our 
trenches  were  gone.  The  regiment 
came  over  in  the  night,  advanced  in 
extended  formation  and  dug  them- 
selvqt.in.  At  eleven  in  the  morning 
of  Sariirday,  June  3rd,  under  a  glor¬ 
ious  sun,  the  boys  went  over  the  par- 
.  apet  to  the  attack,  swept  mercilessly 
from  end  to  end  toy  machine,  rifle  fire 
and  artillery.  Maurice  fell  in  ‘No 
Man’s  Land’  from  machine  gun.  It 
was  instantaneous. 

HALLOWED  GROUND. 

“I  shall  send  the  map  section  of  the 
grave.  It  is  nine  miles  back  of  the 
line.  I  snail  visit  it  very  often  and 
keep  it  as  you  would  desire.  Rest 
assured  that  it  will  still  be  hallowed 
ground  when  e’er  you  may  come.  And  j 
as  I  stand  there  I  shall  always  be  i 
sorrowing  with  you  over  the  passing 
of  a  truly  noble  fellow,  your  son,  my 
friend.  He  has  played  the  game  and 
won.  No  loyal  tribute  is  too  high. 
Straight  to  the  goal  he  went  with 
never  a  hesitation,  the  bravest  deed 
a  man  can  do,  to  give  his  life  that , 
others  may  not  suffer.  My  heart 
seems  dull  and  leaden  and  from  it 
smeerest  sympathies  swell  to  you 
and  Mr.  Malone  in  Canada.  For  you 
it  is  hard.” 


"T0R0KT0  4BTH  BATTALION 

IS  NOW  48TH  Of  CANADA” 

_ 

BRILLIANT  HISTORY  OF  TORONTO 
SOLDIERS  IS  RECORDED  IN 
“THE  BRAZIER.” 


“The  Brazier.”  Under  this  head¬ 
ing  the  Canadian  Scottish,  3rd  In¬ 
fantry  Brigade,  composed  of  the  13th, 
14th,  15th,  and  16th  Battalions,  pub¬ 
lishes  once  a  month  a  small  eight- 
page  magazine  containing  many  witty 
verses  and  little  items  of  news  of  the 
various  phases  of  the  life  of  the  men 
in  the  trenches.  A  copy  just  received 
in  Toronto,  bearing  the  date  line  of 
“Belgium,  May  20,  1916,”  contains 

an  interesting  sketch  of  the  4  8th 
Highlanders  (loth  Battalion),  which 
traces  the  adventures  of  the  battalion 
from  its  arrival  on  French  soil,  just 
fifteen  month  ago,  until  the  present. 

“To  anyone  Avho  saw  the  remains  of 
the  unit,  the  morning  after  its  march 
out  of  Ypres,,  just  a  year  ago,  and 
gazed  on  the  weary,  dirty,  battle-worn 
men  who  constituted  all  that  was  left 
of  the  4  8th  in  France,  it  must  have 
seemed  that  the  regiment  was  shat¬ 
tered  beyond  repair,”  says  the  ar¬ 
ticle.  “Now  in  spite  of  the  addition 
of  many  new  drafts  and  of  numerous 
changes  in  the  personnel  of  the  offi¬ 
cers,  instead  of  being  weary  and  dis¬ 
pirited  after  a  long  service  at  the 
front,  the  4  8th  is  fresher  than  ever, 
consolidated  and  unified  with  a 
strong  regimental  spirit.  It  is  not  now 
so  much  the  48th  of  Toronto,,  but  it 
is  the  48th  of  Canada  and  Flanders 
- — a  battalion  with  an  enviable  war 
record  and  a  war  spirit.” 

There  is  a  sad  side,  however,  to  the 
small  publication.  In  a  corner  of  the 
page  devoted  to  the  13th  Battalion, 
enclosed  in  thick  black  lines,  are  the 
names  of  several  officers  who  have 
fallen  in  action.  It  is  known  as  “In 
Memoriam”  column. 

The  Brazier  sells  for  2d  a  copy, 
and  its  circulation  has  so  greatly 
swelled  since  its  inauguration  that  it 
is  now  self-supporting.  It  is  com¬ 
piled,  printed  and  issued  solely  by 
members  of  the  Third  Brigade,  and 
is  sanctioned  by  Lieut. -Col.  J.  E. 
Leckie,  D.S.O.,  and  the  chief  censor 
of  the  1st  Canadian  Division. 


TO  THE  DEAD, 

Since  in  the  days  that  may  not  come  again 
The  sun  has  shone  for  us  on  English  fields, 

Since  we  have  marked  the  years  with  thanksgiving, 
Nor  been  ungrateful  for  the  loveliness 
Which  is  our  England,  then  tho’  we  walk  no  more 
The  woods  together,  lie  in  the  grass  no  more, 

For  us  the  long  grass  blows,  the  woods  are  green, 
For  us  the  valleys  smile,  the  streams  are  bright. 

For  us  the  kind  sun  still  is  comfortable 

And  the  birds  sing;  and  since  your  feet  and  mine 

Have  trod  the  lanes  together,  climbed  the  bills, 

Then  in  the  lanes  and  on  the  little  hills 
Our  feet  are  beautiful  for  evermore. 

And  you — O  if  I  call  you,  you  will  come. 

Most  loved,  most  lovely  faces  of  ray  friends 
Who  are  so  safely  housed  within  my  heart, 

So  parcel  of  this  blessed  spirit  land 

Which  is  my  own  heart’s  England,  so  possest 

Of  all  its  ways  to  walk  familiarly 

And  be  at  home,  that  I  can  count  on  you. 

Loving  you  so,  being  loved,  to  wait  for  me, 

So  may  I  turn  me  in,  and  by  some  sweet 
Remembered  pathway  find  you  once  again. 

Then  we  can  walk  together,  I  with  you, 

Or  you,  or  you,  along  some  quiet  road, 

And  talk  the  foolish,  old,  forgivable  talk, 

And  laugh  together:  you  will  turn  your  head. 

Look  as  you  used  to  look,  speak  as  you  spoke, 

My  friend  to  me,  and  I  your  friend  to  you. 

Only  when  at  the  last,  by  some  cross-road 
Our  longer  shadows,  falling  on  the  grass, 

Turn  us  back  homeward,  and  the  setting  sun 
Shines  like  a  golden  glory  round  your  head, 

There  will  be  something  sudden  and  strange  in  you. 
Then  you  will  lean,  and  look  into  my  eyes, 

And  I  shall  see  the  bright  wound  at  your  side. 

And  feel  the  new  blood  flowing  to  my  heart, 

Your  blood,  beloved,  flowing  to  my  heart, 

And  I  shall  hear  you  speaking  in  my  ear — 

O  not  the  old,  forgivable,  foolish  talk, 

But  flames  and  exaltations,  and  desires, 

But  hopes,  and  comprehensions,  and  resolves, 

But  holy,  incommunicable  things 

That  like  immortal  birds  sing  in  my  breast. 

And,  springing  from  a  fire  of  sacrifice, 

Beat  with  bright  wings  about  the  throne  of  God. 

GERALD  CALDWELL. 

_  British  Expeditionary  Force. 
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rifle  explosion 

ene°mvhSSrt  °f  “>"*>  -^tSu^Th! 

which  sent  many  3L°/  °ar  lines- 
instant  death.  y  -  a  m  fellows  to 

MeSewatsheob?eU4La[riVed’  General 
Sna'a^baT,^1"*  ISSf 

wounaed,  SubsequVntlyH  General  w‘” 

iacT  "SU*  a,': 

eraia  it  •  i  ,-ln  thls  state  both  Gen- 

of  &t  h e  *e ife nfy! 6 V e d '  -to  the  hSs 


Fought  Against  Heavy  Odds. 

t  t  “v 


LIEUT.  M.  E.  MALONE, 
Toronto  man  killed  in  action. 


crlSt*  ?h6‘  men  r  of mth“Thlri“SCadeS' 

Snst  f^“°;dds  valiantly 

severe  damage  before  tLt  7  lnfllcted 
powered  as  tho  ,^re  tbey  were  over- 

these  same  trenchesTTsukd.0^8  in 

the  Canadia/n  counter °Safk  m,orning 
overnight,  began  u-ith  \  Planned 

Germans  °th?Ual  • t0  &  that  "of  The 

Plied  and  ofT  ®  anemy  Suns  re- 
j  was  witnessed  °of  a  "double  777rage 
tPhPaI1”I?„I,I]tensity-  _  None  the 


l«ss  ThT  co  intensity.  None  the 
s,  the  Canadians  pushed  on  ann 
succeeded  in  reaching0 thefr  o?d’ front 
line  trenches,  which  they  found  sffiS- 
m  d!°  Pieces,  with  hundreds  of  Ger- 

of  thnfod  lIme  about  unburied.  Some 
of  these  advanced  trenches  were  in 
ch  a  state  as  to  be  untenable.” 


Sinclair  Struck  by  Shell. 

|  A  cable  to  The  Evening  Telegram 

EJS Jts  Jondon  correspondent  ££? 
oaptam^Smciair,  of  Toronto,  who  was 


leading  tho  thjrd  line>  was  struck  in~T 

nlosi voCk  Tth  fragments  of  high  ex- 
wnflm  ,  Was  sli^htly  wounded,  but 
tvas  able  to  walk  back  to  the  dress- 

EddSatR0n,-,  With  him  was  Captafn 
Eddie  Bickle,  of  Toronto,  who  had 

imtnieadli1Sr1an°ther  line'  fickle  was 

Ifrom  »Uh-d6dVbut  had  Sli8ht  shock 
7?,mJa  bls  shell  explosion.  I  have 

€ead  .wlth  b°th.  They  are  looking 
11  and  Progressing  splendidly.  These 
o  Toronto  officers  are  the  sole  re- 
maming  officers  of  the  original  com- 
oatant  officers  who  came  from  Can¬ 
ada  with  their  battalion,  nearly  two 
years  ago.  Bothr  officers  declare  that 
e  conduct  of  the  men  was  simply 
magnificent;  they  never  flinched.  The 
•  two  received  their  wounds  about  four 
morning.  It  was  after  this 


LIEUT.  GUY  WARWICK  RUTTER 
-  r-°i°nt0  died  of  woundP 

3  Canadian v  *v.v,vxvcu  uieij;  wounas  aDoilt  four 

London,  June  7. — Canadian  Cnrr^lu  Vlt  mornins‘*  Jt  was  after  this 
Commander  Sir  Julian  Bvn-  P'®at  the  charge  was  made  on  the  Ger- 
the  fn 7 7 /x  -  Julian  Bjng  sendsman  trenches 

Lne  rollowing 


_  message: 

7  am  proud  of  the  Canadians 
under  my  command.  Their  be¬ 
havior  has  been  magnificent.  I 
have  never  known  fiercer  nor 
more  deadly  barrage,  nor  have  I 
seen  any  troops  fight  with  more 
earnestness,  courage  and  cheer- 
u  ness.  The  slight  penetration 

dear°”r  ^  the  Germans 

Fr;Sse  r;  the,br°ad  °utn»e.  of 

known  ih  T  ^  are  at  Present 
has  nev  deV°ti0n  of  the  Canadians 

tested,”  w?itese?h7Me  sh'ikin^Iy  at- 
respondent  1frorh^HerlB<dfIMnff7°St  001  * 

under  Monday’s  (£te  h  Headquarters, 

Two  Generals  Cut  Off. 


the  dead 

By  RUPERT  BROOKE. 


\ 


junderi cover  of^a^tw  7°  Ger-ans, 
Advanced  alone-  +  eice.  bombardment, 
the  direction  of  VTn  7\les  of  front  - 

b 

[Both  we%  Vut  ok  ifT  trenches, 
storm  of  fire  and  !n„ii  evening 

direct  and  remained  to 

42nd  and  49th  the  men  of  the 

they  found  themse,yers-  W‘th  Whom 


Blow  out,  you  bugles,  over  the  rich  Dead  - 
here  ^  none  of  these  so  lonely  and  poor  of 

But,  dying,  has  made  us  rarer  gifts  than 
These  mid  the  world  away;  poured  wt  tfae 

Sweet t  wine  of  youth;  gave  up  the  years 

Of  work  and  joy,  and  that  unhoped  serene 
That  men  call  a*re-  an^  +u  rene> 

have  been  *  th°S6  Who  would 

Their  sons,  they  gave,  their  immortality. 


They  brought  us,  for 


and  Love,  and 


Blow,  bugles,  blow 
\  our  dearth. 

Holiness,  lacked  so  long 
Pain. 

Honor  has  come  back,  as  a  king  to  earth 
And  Paid  his  subjects  with  a  royfl  wage  ' 
And  Nobleness  walks  in  our  ways  agafi,  \ 
And  we  have  come  into  our  heritage  * 


Left  Their  Billets  laughing,  Sing- 
iri?jrand  Whistling  for  Twelve- 


Mile  Night  March 


SINCLAIR  AND  BICKLE  SAFE 


Formed -Wounded  by  Shrapnel 
and  Other  Has  “Shell  Shock” 
— Now  in  London 


Special  Cable  to  The  Evening  Telegram 
trom  Douglas  S.  Robertson  *  “ 


London,  June  7.— “The  happiest 
crowd  that  ever  left  a  camp  were  our 
men,”  said  Captain  Alex.  Sinclair,  of 
Toronto,  “as  they  marched  up  to 
meet  the  Germans  on  Saturday  morn¬ 
ing.  They  were  laughing,  singing 
and  whistling  as  they  strode  along. 
They  had  Just  been  living  for  this 
opportunity. 

“  ‘Wllen  %«  order  to  advance 
came,’  narrated  -  a  wounded  man  I 
met,  along  with  others  who  partici¬ 
pated  in  the  counter-attack,  ‘we  were 
back  in  billets.  We  had  inklings  of 
something  unusual  doing.  The  ac¬ 
customed  roar  of  the  artillery  had 
been  far  louder  than  usual  all  day, 
and  at  night  the  sky  was.  aflicker 
with  light. 

NIGHT  MARCH,  m 
With  the  call  to  arms,  the  men 


turned  out  in  highest  spirits.  a%l  the 
pipers  asked  to  be  allowem  to  lead 


their  comrades,  but  this  was  deemed 
inadvisable,  as  under  the  circum¬ 
stances  it  was  thought  better  that 
there  be  no  music.  The  men  turned 
out  as  if  ou  parade.  It  was  8.30 
when  we  started  out  on  a  twelve-mile 
march,  and  the  night  was  dark  as 
pitch.  All  along  the  route  enemy 
shells  pitched  and  crashed,  high  ex¬ 
plosive  and  lachrymatory,  but  the 
troops  were  in  highest  spirits,  and 
never  wavered,  and  they  passed 
through  the  deserted  villages,  singing 
songs  and  joking. 

UNDER  FIRE. 

Finally,  in  the  early  morning,  we 
reached  the  place  where  the  rapid 
advance  started.  Here  the  troops 
extended  in  line  of  platoon  formation 
for  the  rush.  By  this  time  the 
enemy  fire  had  become  terrific,  with 
big  shells,  trench  mortar  bombs,  and 
aerial  torpedoes  mingled  with  a  rain 
of  bullets.  Over  the  next  three-quar¬ 
ters  of  a  mile,  supported  by  others, 
we  advanced  in  short  dashes,  falling 
flat  every  twenty  yards  or  so  t  A  avoid 
the  fire.  There  was  no  dheering 
-here;  that  was  reserved  for  the  final 
charge.’ 

EXPOSED  TO  MACHINE  GUNS. 
“They  thus  gained  the  top  of  Ob¬ 
servatory  ridge,  where  they  were  ex¬ 
posed  to  severe  machine  gun  fire, 
lying  right  out  iu  the  open  at  first, 
but  presently  they  got  orders  to  dig 
themselves  in.” 
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TWO  OFFICERS  HURT. 

Just  before  this,  Captain  Sinclair, 
who  was  leading  the  third  line,  was 
struck  in  the  back  with  fragments  of 
high  explosive  and  was  slightly 
wounded,  but  was  able  to  walk  back 
to  the  dressing  station.  With  him 
■was  Captain  Eddie  Bickle,  of  To¬ 
ronto,  who  had  been  leading  another 
line.  Bickle  was  not  wounded,  but 
had  slight  shock  from  a  big  shell  ex¬ 
plosion.  I  have  talked  with  both. 
They  are  looking  well  and  progress¬ 
ing  splendidly.  These  two  Toronto 
officers  are  the  sole  remaining  offi¬ 
cers  of  the  original  combatant  offi¬ 
cers  who  came  from  Canada  with 
their  battalion  nearly  two  years  ago. 
Both  officers  declare  that  the  conduct 
of  the  men  was  simply  magnificent; 
they  never  flinched.  The  two  re¬ 
ceived  their  wounds  about  four  in  the 
morning.  It  was  after  this  that  the 
charge  was  made  on  the  German 
trenches. 
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LIEUT.  R.  A.  BROWN 
15th  Battalion.  Wounded,  June  3rd,  1916. 
S.A.C.  1998-14 


ST.  PAUL’S  CHURCH 

BLOOR  STREET  EAST,  TORONTO 

ORDER  OF  SERVICE 

On  Sunday,  November  27th,  1921 

at  11  a.m. 

on  the  occasion  of  the 

Unveiling  of  the  Chancel  Windows 

by 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  THE  GOVERNOR-GENERAL  OF  CANADA, 

BARON  BING  OF  VIMY,  G.C.B.,  G.C.M.G.,  M.V.O. 

In  memory  of  the  men  of  the  congregation  who  laid  down  their 
lives  during  the  Great  War,  1914-1919. 


1914 


Capt.  the  Hon.  Gerald  Ward 

- 

Oct.  14 

T.  Gilfillan  -  -  - 

- 

- 

Oct. 

1915 

Roger  C.  Pepler  - 

. 

- 

Jan.  24 

Lawrence  Shields  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  23 

Robert  H.  Moffat  - 

. 

- 

Apr.  23 

Douglas  E.  Sparks 

- 

- 

Apr.  24 

Capt.  H.  G.  Muntz 

- 

- 

Apr.  30 

Lt.  S.  A.  Reddock  - 

- 

- 

May  26 

Goldwin  Pirie  - 

- 

- 

June  25 

J.  R.  M.  Schoales  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  19 

Stanley  Richmond  - 

» 

- 

Nov.  24 

H.  B.  Hodge  -  -  - 

- 

- 

Dec.  2 

1916 

A.  E.  Lusty  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  13 

Lt.  Arthur  Robinson  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  23 

G.  W.  Gibbins 

- 

- 

Apr.  26 

Frank  Postlethwaite  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  28 

J.  Porter  - 

- 

- 

May  8 

Lt.  Trafford  Jones  - 

- 

- 

May  16 

J.  Spedding  - 

- 

- 

May  20 

Lt.  Maurice  E.  Malone 

- 

- 

June  3 

Lt.  H.  M.  Wilson  - 

- 

- 

June  9 

Sydney  M.  McWhinney 

- 

- 

June  14 

Lt.  Harold  Wrong 

- 

- 

July  1 

Capt.  Gerald  E.  Blake  - 

- 

- 

July  23 

Lt.  Wm.  T.  Willison  - 

- 

- 

Sept.  15 

Allen  G.  Barnett  - 

- 

- 

Sept.  15 

Lt.  G.  K.  MacKendrick  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  8 

Lt.  Harry  Walker 

- 

- 

Oct.  8 

P.  W.  Ward  -  -  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  8 

Philip  Sommerville 

- 

- 

Oct.  8 

Flight-Com.  A.  G.  Knight 

- 

- 

Dec.  20 

1917 

Lt.  Geo.  Beaumont 

- 

- 

Jan.  24 

Petty  Officer  Sydney  F.  Harris 

Feb.  20 

Lt.  W.  A.  Reddock  - 

- 

- 

Mar.  1 

Lt.  A.  F.  R.  W.  Swinnerton 

- 

Mar.  1 

C.  H.  W.  Ross 

- 

. 

Mar.  5 

Charles  A.  Jordan 

- 

- 

Apr.  9 

Lt.  Ernest  Kappele 

- 

- 

Apr.  12 

Harold  Carter  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  20 

Major  W.  B.  Crowther 

• 

- 

May  3 

Stanley  Teal  - 

- 

- 

June  3 

FI.  Sub.  Lt.  H.  L.  Crowe 

- 

- 

June  22 

Lt.  C.  S.  G.  Crombie  - 

- 

- 

July  9 

G.  F.  S.  Hayden  - 

- 

- 

July  17 

Lt.  T.  B.  Greer 

- 

- 

July  21 

Lt.  F.  J.  Gooch 

- 

- 

Aug.  15 

Lt.  Lome  Crowther 

- 

- 

Sept.  20 

Alfred  Mills  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  31 

Lewis  Palmer  - 

- 

- 

Nov.  9 

Cyril  Best  - 

- 

- 

1918 

Wm.  C.  MacMurchie  - 

. 

. 

Feb.  16 

Capt.  Howard  K.  Harris 

- 

- 

Feb.  22 

Lt.  Robert  J.  Burley  - 

- 

- 

Mar.  19 

Lt.  A.  M.  Denovan 

- 

- 

Mar.  26 

Lt.  Ed.  B.  Booth  - 

- 

- 

Apr.  7 

Lt.  Gordon  F.  Ross  - 

- 

• 

May  10 

Roy  F.  Lowrie 

- 

- 

May  12 

Capt.  E.  B.  G.  Morton 

- 

- 

July  16 

Major  Sydney  S.  Burnham 

- 

- 

Aug.  9 

Lt.  F.  R.  McGiffin  - 

- 

- 

Aug.  30 

Lt.  A.  A.  Kippen  - 

- 

- 

Sept.  2 

Paul  W.  Pettit  - 

- 

- 

Sept.  10 

Lt.  W.  D.  Pearson 

- 

- 

Sept.  27 

Geo.  J.  McLean 

- 

- 

Sept.  28 

Lt.  C.  F.  Trees 

- 

- 

Sept.  29 

Lt.  C.  W.  Davison 

- 

- 

Oct.  4 

Lt.  Philip  Williams 

- 

- 

Oct.  15 

E.  Gibson  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  22 

Lt.  V.  R.  A.  Crombie  - 

- 

- 

Oct.  26 

Arthur  W.  Youell  - 

- 

- 

Nov.  12 

Capt.  Julian  Patrick  - 

- 

- 

Dec.  22 

1919 

Fred.  Hargrave 

- 

- 

Jan. 15 

ORGAN  PRELUDE— (a)  Prelude  . 

(b)  Marche  Funebre 

HYMN: 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 

And  our  eternal  home. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 
Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure; 

Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 

And  our  defence  is  sure. 

Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 

To  endless  years  the  same. 

OPENING  SENTENCES— (all  standing) 

Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends. 
Their  bodies  are  buried  in  peace;  but  their  name  liveth  forevermore. 

Thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

GENERAL  CONFESSION— (to  be  said  by  all,  kneeling). 

ABSOLUTION.  LORD’S  PRAYER— (to  be  said  by  all).  VERSICLES. 

Then  shall  be  sung  PSALM  126: 

WHEN  the  Lord  turned  again  the  captivity  of  Sion:  then  were  we  like  unto  them 
that  dream. 

2.  Then  was  our  mouth  filled  with  laughter:  and  our  tongue  with  joy. 

3.  Then  said  they  among  the  heathen:  The  Lord  hath  done  great  things  for  them. 

4.  Yea,  the  Lord  hath  done  great  things  for  us  already:  whereof  we  rejoice. 

5.  Turn  our  captivity,  O  Lord:  as  the  rivers  in  the  south. 

6.  They  that  sow  in  tears:  shall  reap  in  joy. 

7.  He  that  now  goeth  on  his  way  weeping,  and  beareth  forth  good  seed:  shall 
doubtless  come  again  with  joy,  and  bring  his  sheaves  with  him. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  Son:  and  to  the  Holy  Ghost; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be:  world  without  end.  Amen. 

LESSON — Revelation,  vii.:  9. 


TE  DEUM . Martin  in  A 

CREED.  VERSICLES.  COLLECTS 


A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 
Are  like  an  evening  gone; 

Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away; 

They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come; 

Be  Thou  our  guard  while  trouble  lasts, 
And  our  eternal  home!  Amen. 


Rachmaninoff 
. Chopin 


HYMN: 

Jesu,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high; 

Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 

Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

Oh  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 

Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 

All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 

Cover  my  defenceless  head 
Wiith  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find: 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness: 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within: 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee: 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity.  Amen. 
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READING  OF  THE  NAMES  OF  THE  FALLEN. 


A  LAMENT — “The  Flowers  of  the  Forest”  by  Pipe-Major  Fraser  of  the  48th  Highlanders 

UNVEILING  OF  THE  WINDOWS  by  HIS  EXCELLENCY 
THE  GOVERNOR-GENERAL  OF  CANADA,  BARON  BYNG  OF  VIMY. 

“To  the  glory  of  God  and  in  honoured  memory  of  the  men  of  this  congregation, 
who  during  the  Great  War  of  1914-1918,  gave  their  lives  for  God;  for  King  and 
Country;  for  loved  ones,  home  and  Empire;  for  the  sacred  cause  of  Justice 
and  the  freedom  of  the  world, 

I  unveil  these  windows”. 

DEAD  MARCH  in  “Saul”. 

THE  LAST  POST  by  the  Buglers  of  the  Queen’s  Own  Rifles,  under  Capt.  Swift. 

Then  shall  be  sung  by  the  Choir: 

I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven  saying  unto  me,  Write:  From  henceforth 
blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord;  even  so  saith  the  Spirit;  for  they 
rest  from  their  labours. 

DEDICATION  OF  THE  MEMORIAL  WINDOWS. 

The  Rector  shall  then  say: 

To  the  glory  of  Almighty  God,  in  sure  and  certain  hope  of  a  joyful  resur¬ 
rection  and  reunion  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,  we  dedicate  these  windows, 
in  proud  and  loving  memory  of  our  brothers. 

May  God  accept  and  bless  these  memorials,  and  grant  that  those  who  look 
upon  them  may  realize  the  constraining  call  of  duty;  the  glory  of  loyalty, 
courage  and  self-sacrifice;  the  joy  of  faithful  service;  the  inspiration  of  noble 
comradeship;  and  the  power  of  an  endless  life,  to  which  may  He  vouchsafe  to 
bring  us  all,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 

SPECIAL  PRAYERS  (all  kneeling). 

THE  REVEILLE  (The  Note  of  Resurrection),  by  the  Buglers,  (all  standing). 

HYMN: 

Abide  with  me;  fast  falls  the  eventide; 

The  darkness  deepens;  Lord  with  me 
abide; 

When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts 
flee, 

Help  of  the  helpless,  0  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life’s  little  day: 

Earth’s  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass 
away; 

Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see; 

O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

Hold  Thou  Thy  Cross  before  my 
closing  eyes; 

Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point 
me  to  the  skies; 

Heaven’s  morning  breaks,  and  earth’s 
vain  shadows  flee; 

In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with 
me.  Amen. 


I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  temp¬ 
ter’s  power? 

Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay 
can  be? 

Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  abide 
with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless; 

Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitter¬ 
ness; 

Where  is  death’s  sting?  WThere  grave, 
thy  victory? 

I  triumph  still;  if  Thou  abide  wiith  me. 
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ADDRESS — Explanation  of  the  Design  of  the  Windows,  by  the  Rector,  Dr.  Cody. 

OFFERTORY  ANTHEM  . Tchaikowsky 

How  blest  are  they  whom  Thou  hast  chosen  and  taken  unto  Thee,  O  Lord. 

Their  memorial  is  from  generation  to  generation.  Alleluia. 


HYMN: 

For  all  the  saints  who  from  their  labours 
rest. 

Who  Thee  by  faith  before  the  world  con¬ 
fessed, 

Thy  name,  O  Jesu,  be  for  ever  blest. 

Alleluia ! 

Thou  wast  their  rock,  their  fortress,  and 
their  might; 

Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well- 
fought  fight; 

Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  one 
true  light. 

Alleluia! 

O  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and 
bold, 

Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of 
old, 

And  win,  with  them,  the  victor’s  crown 
of  gold. 

Alleluia! 

O  blest  communion!  fellowship  divine! 

We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glory  shine; 

Yet  all  are  one  one  in  Thee,  for  all 
are  Thine. 

Alleluia ! 


THE  NATIONAL  ANTHEM. 
BENEDICTION. 


ORGAN  POSTLUDE— March  (“Pomp  and 


And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare 
long, 

Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph- 
song, 

And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms 
are  strong 

Alleluia ! 

The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the 
west; 

Soon,  soon  to  faithful  warriors  comes 
their  rest; 

Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest.. 

Alleluia! 

But  lo!  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious 
day; 

The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright 
array: 

The  King  of  Glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia! 

From  earth’s  wide  bounds,  from  ocean’s 
farthest  coast. 

Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the 
countless  host, 

Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Alleluia!  Amen. 


Circumstance”) . Elgar. 
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Extracts  from  Letters  written  by  Old 
Boys’  on  Overseas  Service 


[Note. — It  has  been  thought  better,  for  various  reasons,  tq  publish  these 
extracts  anonymously  in  future.  An  exception  is  made  in  this  number,  in  the 
case  of  letters  from  the  late  Lieut.  Malone.  His  father,  Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  K.C. 
had  very  kindly  made  ready  a  selection  for  our  use,  when  the  news  arrived  of 
Maurice’s  sudden  death  in  action.  Lieut.  Malone  was  one  of  the  Old  Boys  at 
the  Front  who  was  especially  well  known  to  a  large  number  of  our  present  boys, 
and  quotations  from  his  cheerful,  droll  letters  have  brightened  the  pages  of  two 
previous  numbers  of  this  Review.  We  may  add  that  what  “Mike”  says,  in  one 
of  the  extracts  given  below,  about  his  own  commanding  officer,  the  late  Col. 
Marshall,  may  very  fittingly  be  applied  to  the  writer  himself.  The  following 
striking  tribute  from  Prof.  Wallace,  of  the  University  Officers’  Training  Corps, 
from  which  Malone  so  quickly  found  his  way  to  the  fighting  line,  well  expresses 
what  his  old  friends  and  teachers  felt  when  the  sad  news  arrived  :  ‘  ‘  When  I  dream 
of  my  own  little  boy  grown  up  to  be  a  man’s  years,  I  like  to  believe  he  may  be 
something  like  Maurice — so  happy-hearted,  so  generous  and  thoughtful,  so 
wonderful  a  combination  of  all  the  charms  of  noble  youth  and  the  attractiveness 

of  a  high-minded  man  assuming  life’s  heaviest  responsibilities . It  has 

never  been  my  privilege  to  come  into  intimate  association  with  anyone  who 
seemed  to  me  to  represent  all  that  was  finest  in  young  manhood  in  such  a  com¬ 
plete  measure.”] 

FROM  THE  LATE  LIEUT.  MALONE 

Mrs.  Macdonald  sent  me  clippings  from  the  Toronto  papers, 
telling  of  the  game  between  St.  Andrew’s  and  Belleville.  The 
boys  evidently  got  robbed  of  the  group. 

^  ^  ijc 

All  you  people  at  home  seem  to  take  the  Verdun  affair  too 
seriously.  Out  here  everybody  is  quite  cheerful  about  it.  The 
French  are  holding  them  and  are  inflicting  terrible  losses.  They 
figure  that  the  losses  are  about  three  to  one,  the  Germans  on  the 
big  end.  They  can’t  keep  on  making  those  attacks  and  last 
very  long.  Sir  Douglas  Haig  offered  help.  Pater  Joffre  informed 
him  he  could  handle  the  Huns  very  nicely.  Out  here  we  have 

very  great  confidence  in  the  French  and  especially  Joffre. 

-  *  *  *  *  *  * 

I  received  the  letter  with  money  in  it,  and  in  celebration 

thereof,  I  went  into - and  made  a  purchase  for  our  mess  in 

order  to  celebrate  the  great  event  of  to-day — 2nd  of  April,  my 
birthday, — 21  to-day.  I  guess  this  is  the  strangest  birthday  I 
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have  ever  had,  and  if  I  am  not  a  man  now  after  about  7  months 
of  this  life,  I  do  not  think  I  ever  will  be.  I  sincerely  hope  that 
my  next  birthday  will  be  spent  at  home. 

We  were  on  the  move  the  other  day,  sun  shining,  pipes  playing 
— everyone  was  feeling  happy.  The  spirit  of  the  men  is  even 
better  now  than  ever.  Winter  seems  to  have  gone  with  all  its 
discomforts,  and  the  Lord  forbid  that  I  should  ever  spend  another 
winter  like  the  last  one.  It  is  pretty  tough  at  times,  but  it  looks 
as  if  there  were  better  days  ahead. 

The  other  day  a  British  battalion  made  an  attack  which  was 
successful.  I  saw  them  coming  out  afterwards.  They  had 
carried  two  lines  and  dug  in  afterwards,  and  had  undergone  a 
heavy  shelling.  They  were  covered  from  head  to  foot  with  mud 
and  practically  slept  as  they  marched  out.  One  chap,  an  officer, 
was  walking  along  supported  on  both  sides  by  soldiers,  he  was 
sound  asleep.  They  evidently  had  had  some  time. 

We  have  been  having  most  wonderful  weather  ;  just  like 
summer  at  home  ;  not  too  hot.  I  was  lying  out  in  a  field  reading 
a  magazine  ;  the  farmers  were  plowing  the  fields  and  away  in  the 
distance  was  a  certain  historic  place  ;  it  is  absolutely  in  ruins  ; 
but  otherwise  everything  looked  so  peaceful  that  it  was  hard  to 
believe  there  was  a  war  on  ;  then  all  of  a  sudden  the  guns  started 
and  made  such  an  awful  row  that  it  certainly  brought  you 
down  again  to  the  mess  that  this  country  is  in. 

We  are  now  having  the  time  of  our  young  lives.  We  are  at 
the  big  war,  and  so  far  have  found  it  “nae  so  worse.”  I  am 
afraid  that  we  will  have  to  train  Fritz  ;  he  has  been  having  things 
his  own  way  too  much. 

Our  friends,  the  Belgians,  can  certainly  cook.  Talking  of 
dinners  :  Last  night  we  had  the  regimental  dinner  with  all  the 
frills— pipers,  orchestra,  etc.,  etc.  The  orchestra  consisted  of 
1  fiddle,  2  banjos  and  2  mandolins.  I  do  not  know  where  they 
found  the  talent,  which  they  had.  It  is  wonderful  what  one  can 
do  with  a  battalion — no  matter  what  you  want  you  can  find  it  ; 
even  if  it  is  from  a  cobbler  to  a  preacher,  you  can  always  get  your 
man. 

#  5^  * 

There  is  a  Y.M.C.A.  tent  quite  close 'to  where  we  are  now. 
There  is  a  band  playing  and  everything  looks  as  peaceful  as  can 
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be,  but  up  on  the  road  500  yards  away  the  guns  are  working  and 
Mr.  Fritz  is  merrily  bursting  shell  all  round  him. 

Ten  minutes’  walk  takes  us  to  a  moving  picture  show  and  ten 
minutes  the  other  way  takes  us  to  war.  This  is  a  funny  place  ; 
you  are  looking  at  Charlie  Chaplin  one  minute  and  dodging  shells 
the  next.  It  must  have  been  Shakespeare  who  said  “Life  is  one 
(dashed)  thing  after  another.” 

Just  a  line  from  the  front  trenches.  We  have  only  just 
moved  in  but  have  already  had  very  bad  news.  The  Colonel 
was  sniped  this  afternoon  while  going  through  the  front  line  of 
trenches.  He  died  almost  instantly  and  we  are  feeling  pretty 
badly  cut  up  about  it.  The  Regiment,  in  fact  the  Service,  has 
lost  a  most  gallant  officer,  and  without  doubt  a  thorough  gentle¬ 
man.  You  will  undoubtedly  have  heard  the  news  by  the  time 
you  get  this  letter,  but  I  thought  that  I  would  just  write  and  let 
you  know  any  way.  Colonel  Marshall’s  courage  had  become  a 
by-word  in  the  regiment  and  he  was  popularity  itself  amongst 
his  men.  Poor  chap,  the  Regiment  certainly  will  miss  him.  His 
death  is  a  bad  blow  to  all  of  us.  He  was  continuously  thinking 
of  the  comfort  of  the  men  and  trying  to  arrange  things  so  that  it 
would  be  easier  for  them.  Good-bye  and  God  bless  you  all. 


IN  THE  TRENCHES 

In  and  Out  of  the  Dugouts — Life  Behind  the  Lines — On  Discontentment 
— A  Display  of  “  Fireworks  ” — What  Our  Boys 
Think  of  the  Hun  as  a  Fighter 

“In  the  Field,”  Belgium,  April  4th,  1916. 

Well,  we  are  back  to  the  dugouts  once  more  and  it  is  the 
same  as  ever.  The  whole  game  here  is  to  sit  tight  and  keep 
quiet  and  old  Fritz  won’t  shell  you,  so  we  don’t  put  our  noses 
outside  of  the  door  all  day.  I  shouldn’t  be  surprised  if  the  regi¬ 
ment  went  back  to  the  huts  again  before  our  company  has  to  go 
into  the  front  line.  The  trenches  here  are  better  than  the  ones 
we  left.  They  are  closer  together,  but  they  practically  never 
get  shelled. 

I  have  one  good  piece  of  news.  Maybe  you  have  seen  it  in  the 
paper.  About  75  Huns  gave  themselves  up  to  the  regiment  on 
our  right,  so  evidently  old  Fritz  is  getting  sick  of  the  war. 
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We  finished  our  last  tour  in  the  trenches  with  our  usual 
good  luck  in  not  getting  shelled,  but  we  were  mighty  glad  to  get 
out  and  go  back  to  the  huts.  It  was  a  late  relief  and  we  had  to 
march  nearly  12  miles  to  reach  our  billet.  Our  company  was  the 
first  to  get  home.  We  marched  hard  and  got  there  at  2.30  a.m., 
but  the  last  company  didn’t  arrive  till  5.30  a.m.  Good  old  Steve 
Maybee  had  the  pipe  band  all  out  to  play  us  in.  They  played 
while  we  had  a  hot  supper  for  the  officers  and  men.  It  certainly 
does  make  you  feel  proud  of  the  regiment  to  come  back  after 
living  four  days  in  the  trenches  and  hear  the  pipes  playing,  and 
have  a  regimental  supper  at  4.30  a.m.,  with  everybody  tired,  but 
feeling  happy  as  can  be  to  get  out  of  the  trenches. 

We  had  a  big  regimental  dinner.  It  was  a  huge  success. 
We  had  a  fine  meal,  speeches,  toasts,  songs  and  choruses.  The 
pipe  band  played  and  we  had  a  string  orchestra  of  a  violin,  banjo, 
guitar  and  mandolin.  It  is  seldom  we  have  the  opportunity  of 
getting  all  the  officers  of  the  48th  together.  They  are  a  great 
bunch  of  fellows.  I  am  sending  you  my  place  card  with  all  the 
signatures  of  those  present.  Please  keep  it  for  me. 

One  day  Mike  and  a  gang  of  us  went  into  Poperinghe  to  have 
a  bath,  etc.  It  is  a  very  decent  little  Belgian  town  and  we  had 
tea,  a  bath,  and  a  very  nice  dinner  party,  and  then  went  to  see  a 
show  that  the  English  troops  billeted  in  town  had  gotten  up.  It 
was  the  best  amateur  vaudeville  I  have  ever  seen,  though  I  expect 
the  actors  were  nearly  all  professionals  in  civilian  life.  They  had 
some  dandy  skits,  some  great  singing,  and  they  took  off  all  the 
famous  London  actors.  It  made  you  think  you  were  in  good  old 
London  again  instead  of  in  a  little  Belgian  town  that  Fritz  had 
been  shelling  that  very  afternoon. 

All  too  quickly  our  rest  passed  and  we  were  back  in  the  line 
for  sixteen  days.  At  present  our  battalion  is  in  reserve  in  cellars, 
dugouts,  etc.  I  have  been  placed  in  a  little  fort  with  a  garrison 
of  about  25  men.  It  is  one  of  those  “last  ditchers’’  places  where 
we  have  36,000  rounds  of  ammunition,  a  store  of  bombs,  and  a 
store  of  bully  beef,  biscuits  and  water,  and  orders  to  hang  on  till 
the  last  man.  Of  course,  this  is  nearly  all  bull,  because  Fritz 
would  have  to  break  through  two  lines  of  trenches  to  reach  us. 
The  only  thing  wrong  with  the  place  is  that  I  have  to  live  alone 
for  eight  days,  and  my  dugout  is  well  named  a  coffin.  It  is  7  ft. 
by  5  by  4,  and  has  a  bed  and  two  big  boxes  of  iron  ration  in  it.  I 
have  to  use  this  for  a  bedroom,  kitchen  and  dining  room.  There 
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isn’t  room  to  sit  up  so  I  spend  the  day  lying  down,  and  my  batman 
comes  in  and  does  the  cooking  on  a  little  coal  oil  stove. 

“Oh  !  we  haven’t  much  money,  but  we  do  see  life.’’ 

(from  the  same) 

April  23rd,  1916. 

A  Happy  Easter  to  everybody.  It  is  Easter  to-day,  isn’t  it  ? 
I  had  a  big  argument  with  my  batman  about  it.  He  claims  that 
it  was  Easter  Sunday  two  weeks  ago,  but  it  is  such  a  lovely,  sunny 
morning  that  I  am  sure  it  must  be  Easter. 

To-day  is  the  first  day  for  over  a  week  that  it  hasn’t  rained, 
and  it  is  great  to  get  out  of  my  little  coffin  dug-out  and  sit  on  the 
fire-step  of  the  trench  in  the  sun.  I  celebrated  Easter  by  having 
a  wash  and  shave,  the  first  in  five  days.  I  feel  like  a  new  born 
babe.  I  can’t  imagine  what  it  will  be  like  to  get  out  of  the  trenches 
in  about  another  week  and  take  off  my  clothes,  after  wearing  them 
for  seventeen  days,  and  have  a  hot  bath. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  old  E. — R. — is  getting  along  so  well.  I 
suppose  he  is  getting  anxious  to  be  back  here  again.  You  are 
never  satisfied.  When  you  are  home  you  wish  you  were  out  here, 
and  when  you  are  out  here  you  wish  you  were  home.  The  only 
time  you  are  really  satisfied  is  when  you  are  on  leave,  and  even 
then  you  keep  thinking  about  having  to  go  back  to  the  war  again 
— but  if  you  were  told  you  couldn’t  go  back  you  would  be  sore 
because  you  had  to  stay  away.  This  is  sort  of  an  Irish  rigmarole 
but  it  is  very  true.  Out  here  you  hear  everybody  saying,  “If  I 
could  only  get  back  to  Toronto  again,”  but  the  other  day  when 
the  order  came  for  someone  to  volunteer  to  go  back  to  Canada 
to  instruct,  they  all  turned  it  down. 

We  had  a  taste  of  war  last  night,  about  six  o’clock  p.m.  The 
guns  opened  up — Fritz’s  first  and  then  ours.  There  was  such  a 
roar  that  you  couldn’t  hear  yourself  speak.  The  flashes  of  the 
guns  firing  and  the  shells  bursting,  combined  with  the  red,  white 
and  green  flare-lights,  were  some  fireworks,  but  we  had  to  keep  in 
our  dugouts  because  the  air  was  full  of  shrapnel.  The  gusts  of 
shrapnel  going  through  the  air  sounded  like  the  roaring  of  the  wind. 
This  kept  up  for  four  hours  without  a  stop.  It  must  have  been 
pure  unadulterated  “hell”  for  the  troops  in  the  front  line.  The 
Germans  attacked  our  line,  but  were  driven  back.  I  am  afraid 
the  losses  were  heavy  on  both  sides.  It  is  funny — I  am  only  half 
a  mile  away  from  where  the  attack  was  made,  but  I  didn’t  know 
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there  had  even  been  an  attack  till  the  General  told  me  just  now. 
You  will  probably  have  read  all  about  it  . in  the  papers  by  now. 
None  of  our  battalion  were  in  it,  but  some  of  our  stretcher-bearers 
helped  get  the  wounded  out. 

v  - 

Connaught  Camp,  Thursday,  May  4th,  1916. 

Well,  we  are  out  of  the  trenches  at  last,  and  are  resting  back 
in  the  peaceful  countryside.  We  were  in  the  trenches  for  16  days 
and,  believe  me,  we  were  glad  to  get  out.  We  weren’t  particu¬ 
larly  badly  shelled,  but  there  were  bombardments  and  attacks  on 
all  sides,  so  the  nervous  strain  was  rather  heavy. 

One  evening  just  as  the  sun  was  sinking  I  was  reading  a  book 
sitting  on  the  fire-step,  and  all  was  peace  and  quietness.  Suddenly 
there  was  a  huge  explosion  and  the  earth  quivered.  I  jumped  up 
and  right  in  the  battalion  next  to  us  half  the  trench  and  earth  was 
up  in  the  air,  and  I  knew  immediately  that  it  was  a  mine.  Before 
the  earth  had  settled  again  all  the  guns  and  trench  mortars  on  both 
sides  had  opened  up.  The  heaviest  part  of  the  bombardment  was  on 
the  trench  next  to  us,  but  we  got  our  share  and  it  levelled  nearly 
half  of  our  trench.  The  heavy  shelling  lasted  4F2  hours,  and  the 
spirits  of  the  men  were  wonderful.  They  were  all  ready  to  meet 
Fritz  as  soon  as  he  came  over.  Finally,  after  waiting  under  all 
this  heavy  shelling,  the  word  came  that  Fritz  was  coming. 
Without  waiting  for  any  orders  every  man  sprang  to  the  parapet 
(or  what  was  left  of  it).  Great  was  our  disappointment  when  we 
found  they  were  attacking  200  yards  farther  down  the  line,  and  we 
couldn’t  even  see  them  for  the  smoke  from  the  shells.  Fritz  got 
into  the  front  trench,  which  had  been  all  blown  to  pieces,  but  he 
only  stayed  there  a  couple  of  minutes.  Our  boys  from  the  sup¬ 
ports  came  running  up  and  went  at  them  with  bombs,  shovels  and 
anything  they  could  pick  up.  Old  Fritz  got  scared  and  dropped 
all  his  bombs  and  ran,  so  our  boys  picked  up  the  German  bombs 
and  hastened  old  Fritz  on  his  way  back  with  his  own  bombs.  All 
my  men  were  terribly  disappointed  at  not  getting  into  the  scrap 
and  all  wanted  to  go  over  the  parapet  and  have  a  go  at  them. 

The  Germans  have  been  making  these  foolish  little  attacks 
all  along  the  line  and  they  have  gotten  the  burr  beat  off  them 
every  time.  The  German  plans,  organization,  and  artillery  are 
good,  but  the  men  themselves  haven’t  got  the  stuff.  Every  one 
of  our  men  feels  that  he  is  good  for  about  ten  Huns. 
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Killed  in  Action  or  Died  of  Wounds. 

Private  Robert  Crawford  Jamieson;  Univer¬ 
sity  College,  1910. 

Major  George  Vansittart,  C.F.A.;  Applied 
Science,  1906. 

Lieutenant  Henry  Errol  Beauchamp  Platt; 

B. A.,  University  College,  1913,  M.A. 

Private  John  Gordon  Lumsden,  C.A.M.C.; 
Victoria  College,  1916. 

Private  Philip  Fred  Chidley;  University 
College,  1912. 

Captain  Francis  Egmont  Gane;  B.A.,  Univer¬ 
sity  College,  1912,  M.A. 

Lieutenant  Trafford  Jones,  R.F.C.;  B.A.Sc., 
1908. 

Lieutenant  Howard  Primrose;  University  Col¬ 
lege,  1916. 

Private  Alexander  Stanley  Parker;  Wycliffe 
College. 

Lieut.  -  Colonel  Arthur  William  Tanner, 

C. A.M.C. ;  M.B.,  1897. 

Lieutenant  George  Lawrence  Bissett  Mac¬ 
kenzie;  B.A.,  University  College,  1913. 

Lieutenant  Danel  Galer  Hagarty,  P.P.C.L.I.; 
Applied  Science,  1916. 
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Killed  in  Action  or  Died  of  Wounds. 

Lieutenant  Maurice  Edward  Malone;  Uni¬ 
versity  College,  1917. 

Lieutenant  Thomas  Leslie  Harling;  Applied 
Science,  1918. 

Sub-Flight  Lieutenant  George  Knox  Williams, 
R.F.C.;  B.A.Sc.,  1911,  Staff. 

Lieutenant  Harold  Mackenzie  Wilson;  Ap¬ 
plied  Science,  1915. 

Sergeant  Wesley  George  Shier,  C.F.A.; 

B. A.Sc.,  1915. 

Lieutenant  Maurice  Russell  Henderson;  Uni¬ 
versity  College,  1916. 

Lieutenant  Oswald  Wetherald  Grant;  B.A., 
University  College,  1914. 

Major  Panayote  Percy  Ballachey;  D.D.S., 
1899. 

Private  Joseph  Herbert  Butler;  St.  Michael’s 
College. 

Captain  Walter  Reuben  Wigmore  Haight, 

C. A.M.C. ;  M.B.,  1911. 

Lieutenant  Hugh  Alexander  McKay  Grasett; 
Applied  Science,  1916. 

Private  Russell  Andrew  Cross;  Applied 
Science,  1917. 

Private  Henry  Arthur  Harding;  B.A.,  Trinity 
College,  1904. 

Lieutenant  Howard  James  MacLaurin; 

D. D.S.,  1909. 

Corporal  Arthur  Harper  Qua,  C.E. ;  Applied 
Science,  1917. 

Captain  Victor  van  der  Smissen. 


EDITORIAL 


\ 


THE  COST 

THE  board  placed  in  the  entrance  to  the  Main 
Building  now  shows  the  names  of  over  seventy- 
live  members  of  the  University  who  have  fallen  in 
the  war.  For  many  of  these  their  careers,  in  the  com¬ 
monly  accepted  sense,  had  scarcely  begun.  Possibly  only 
within  their  own  homes  and  among  a  few  intimate  college 
friends  were  known  all  the  hopes  that  have  been  thus 
early  cut  off. 

To  the  writer  personally  come  vivid  memories 
of  George  Mackenzie,  Maurice  Malone  and  Galer 
Hagarty,  and  many  readers  will  be  thinking  of  others 
like  them. 

“Ostendent  terris  hos  tantum  fata,  neque  ultra 
Esse  sinent.” 

Others  had  lived  long  enough  to  begin  their 
work  in  the  wider  world.  Recently  we  heard  of  the 
passing  of  Edward  Kylie,  Norman  Yellowlees  and  Errol 
Platt — and  there  are  others,  the  promise  of  whose  earlier 
years  was  already  finding  rich  fulfilment.  As  the  lists 
grow — and  while  these  words  are  being  written  the  reports 
from  Zillebeke  are  still  coming  in — more  and  more  do 
we  learn  what  must  be  the  cost  in  noble  lives  before  the 
cause  for  which  they  gave  themselves  shall  be  estab¬ 
lished. 


THE  ALUMNI  ASSOCIATION 

To  the  new  President,  The  Honourable  C.  A.  Masten, 
the  members  of  the  Alumni  Association  offer  their 
congratulations,  confident  that  under  him  the  work 
that  has  been  well  begun  will  be  continued  and  carried 
forward  to  yet  greater  success.  With  this  change  the 
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Association  bids  an  official  farewell  to  the  retiring 
President,  Professor  J.  C.  McLennan.  At  the  annual 
meeting  a  committee  was  appointed  to  frame  a  resolu¬ 
tion,  which  will  be  recorded  later,  expressing  ap¬ 
preciation  of  his  many  services  to  the  Association 
and  through  it  to  the  University.  By  general  consent 
the  success  that  the  Association  has  attained  in  the 
past,  and  any  credit  that  it  may  claim  for  good  work 
done  have  been  due  very  largely  to  the'  untiring  energy 
and  personal  enthusiasm  of  Professor  McLennan,  in 
forwarding  the  general  interests  of  the  University  and 
in  carrying  out  particular  enterprises,  notably  the  build¬ 
ing  of  Convocation  Hall.  It  is  only  an  official  farewell 
to  the  retiring  President,  as  Professor  McLennan 
remains  on  the  Executive  of  the  Association  which  will 
continue  to  benefit  by  his  active  assistance. 

Another  leave-taking  which  is  happily  only  partial, 
is  occasioned  by  Professor  Squair’s  retirement  from  the 
Chair  of  French  in  University  College.  But  his  con¬ 
nection  with  the  Association  remains  unchanged.  The 
Monthly  owes  a  great  deal  to  Professor  Squair  as 
Editor  or  member  of  the  Editorial  Board  and  it  is 
pleasant  to  know  that  he  is  still  “carrying  on”  in  this 
part  of  his  work. 

As  the  details  are  not  yet  settled,  a  full  account  of 
the  new  arrangement  is  not  yet  possible,  but  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  readers  is  drawn  to  those  portions  of  the  report 
of  the  annual  meeting  which  refer  to  the  steps  that  are 
being  taken  to  bring  the  Association  more  closely  into 
touch  with  the  University,  on  its  official  side.  The  choice 
of  Professor  A.  H.  Abbott  to  supervise  this  new  departure 
will  at  once  commend  itself  to  all  who  have  watched  the 
remarkable  success  with  which  he  has  organised  a 
number  of  patriotic  efforts  during  the  last  two  years. 
The  Association  has  great  and  important  work  before 
it.  The  Chicago  Alumni  in  founding  a  research  scholar¬ 
ship  have  already  set  a  fine  example  of  loyalty  to  their 
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isiy  dear  ilr.HaJone, 

♦ 

I  desire  to  express  to  you  and  Mrs. 
Mai  on*  my  very  deep  sympathy  in  the  sad  ’bereavement 
you  have  been  called  upon  to  bear.  You  know  how  much 
we  a]  3  of  the  jBth  thought  of  your  gallant  Son  and 
we  always  considered  him  one  of  us  even  after  he  had 
left  us.  ho  and  Brown  came  to  see  us  sever aJ  times 
over  here  and  it  was  good  to  see  him.  His  cheery 
good  nature  and  fine  manly  conduct  endeared  him  to 
a3  3  who  had  the  privilege  to  know  him.  We  also  have 
had  some  serious  losses, my  dear  friend  and  excellent 
officer  Major  Ballachry  v/as  killed  on  14th  June 
a  very  hard  blow  to  me  I  can  assure  you.  I  have 
known  him  for  over  twenty-five  years. 

It  is  however  some  consolation  to  knov/ 
that  they  died  gal  1  ant  deaths  for  their  country  and  in 
a  good  cause. 

With  kindest  regards  and  sincere 


sympathy 


♦ 


Sincerely  yours 

"Harry  a. Genet." 
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Oct.  22nd,  1916. 


My  Dear  Mr.  Malone 

Your  letter  was  most  welcome. (I  received  it  this  A.M.)  The 
enclosure  was  a  great  surprise  but  oh  I  appreciate  the  motive,  the 
love  that  prompted  that  gift.  Pardon  me  if  I  take  a  little  of  that  to 
myself.  A  soldier  is  supposed  to  have  a  hard  heart  and  to  be  without 
sentiment.  God  knows  there  is  need  of  a  hard  heart,  but  I  must 
.confess  to  a  little  sentiment. 

Poor  old  Mike,  I  am  glad  I  had  a  chance  to  recommend  him  even  if 
it  did  not  come  through.  I  knew  he  deserved  it. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  to  3ay,but  I  know  that  had  he  not  gone 
down  on  June  3rd  he  most  certainly  would  have  done  so  during  this 
last  period,  because  we  have  had  very  hard  fighting  and  most  of  my 
boys  have  gone.  He  was  too  good  to  last.  Bless  his  heart. 

You  are  right  in  saying  that  I  have  lost  many  officers  and  men 
lately.  The  whole  Battalion  has  changed.  Only  one  officer  beside 
myself  went  through  the  whole  period  down  here,  think  then  what  that 
means  in  the  ranks.  I  have  lost  many  dear  friends, and  the  dear  boys, 

I  loved  them  all.  We  had  so  many  nice  things  said  about  us  we  are 
getting  vain,  I  am  afraid. 

I  have  been  in  command  of  this  48th  for  a  long  time,  yet  I  only 
spent  about  ten  minutes  of  my  life  in  Toronto.  I  feel  at  home  with 
them  here,  but  I  do  feel  that  some  one  else  must  take  them  home. 

I  hear  very  good  accounts  of  your  son  Gerald.  I  also  hear  that  he 
has  done  everything  to  get  out  here.  I  shall  not  ask  for  him  because 
I  feel  that  your  family  has  paid  its  price  in  this  game.  But  should 
he  be  sent  here  I  shall  do  my  best  for  him, not  for  MMike,sn 
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alone,  but  I  now  feel  that  I  owe  his  Mother  and  Father. 

About  the  money,  I  shallsay  little  just  now  but  will  tell  you 
afterwards  how  we  disposed  of  the  money. 

Very  very  few  of  Mike's  boys  are  left. 

This  is  only  a  hurried  note.  You  may  trust  this  mission  to 
Capt.  Mabee  and  I.  (Major  Malone  is  on  leave). 

I  am  writing  this  on  my  knee.  We  are  moving  every  day  now, 
and  there  is  little  chance  for  letter  writing  or  rest. 

I  feel  very  very  grateful  to  Mrs.  Malone  and  yourself  (not  for 
the  money  although  I  appreciate  that)  but  for  the  dear  home  feeling 
in  the  letters, that  appeals  to  me.  God  bless  you  both,  and  I  hope 
that  your  son  Gerald  will  be  sent  back  to  his  dear  ones  safe  and 
sound. 

Yours  sincerely, 


"C.F.Bent, " 
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GAVE  NO  RESPITE  AT  XMAS 


HUNS  WANTED  TO  FRATERNIZE. 


Silver  Wrist  Watches  Presented  to 
Men  in  the  Platoon  of  the  Late 
Maurice  Malone. 

(Special  Correspondence  to  The  Evening 
Telegram  from  Douglas  S.  Robertson) 

While  Christmas  seems  a 
long  time  back,  now,  the  follow¬ 
ing,  just  to  hand,  will!  prove 
of  interest  to  those  whose 
thoughts  are  ever  on  the  “boys 
in  the  trenches.” .  The  delay 
*  was  due  to  the  requirement  of 
first  submitting  the  article  to 
the  censorship. 


In  the  trenches  with  the  Canadians,  1 
France.  Christmas  Day:  “Merry 
i  Christmas!” 

“Merry - !” 

Standing  in  a  muddy  trench,  rifle 
in  hand,  leaning  against  a  muddy 
parapet,  .in  which  the  frost-encrusted ' 
.chalk  gleamed  like  white  quarts,  a 
stalwart  Canadian  soldier  thus  re¬ 
sponded  to  the  season’s  greeting 
from  the  visitor.  But,  withal,  the  sol¬ 
dier  grinned  as  he  said  it,  and  quali¬ 
fied  thusly:  “There's  sure  not  much 
Merry  Christmas  about  this,  for  you 
see  I’m  one  of  those  on  duty,  and 
while  us  fellows  in  the  trenches  are 
keeping  an  eye  on  the  Heinies 
across  the  way,  the  lads  outside  are 
having  all  the  big  eats  to  themselves. 
Say,,  I  could  just  chew  the  leg  off  a 
fat  Ontario  gobbler  right  now.  But 
wait  till  New  Year’s  Day,  and  I’ll  get 
my  turn.  too.  Happy  New  Year,  did 
you  say?  (The  writer  had  ventured  1 
again.)  That’s  better,  now  you’re 
talking.  Same  to  you.  Hope  the  end 
of  1917  will  see  Fritz  down  and  out 
for  good,  and  us  all  back  in  good  old 
Canada.” 

LIKE  EARLY  SPRING  AT  HOME. 

|  Christmas  in  the  trenches!  Not  a  I 
trace  of  snow  on  all  that  vast  ex¬ 
panse  of  mud  and  destruction.  Only 
the  white  chalk  mounds  of  shell  arid 
mine  craters-  gave  any  suggestion  of 
the  beautiful. 

i  Overhead  a  high  wind  was  driving 
the  clouds  away,  and  from  far  in  the 
south  the  sun  shot  out  its  bright  but 
cold  yellow  rays.  The  temperature 
was  about  forty,  and  the  atmosphere 
like  that  of  a  mild,  moist  day  at  the 
end  of  March  in  southern  Ontario. 

IN  THE  TRENCHES. 

Zig-zag.  'through  tortuous  commu¬ 
nication  trenches,  the  writer  and  his 
guide  marched  up  towards-  the  front 
line.  “  Bath  mats  ” — trench  side¬ 
walks — mostly  high  and  dry,  lay  un¬ 
derfoot.  Only  here  and  there  were 
bad  spots,  where  liquid  mud  takes 
the  pedestrian  sometimes  half-way 
to  the  knee.  But  for  the  most  part 
the  trenches  are  in  splendid  condi¬ 
tion — vastly  different  to  those  quag¬ 
mires  of  the  early  days.  Here  and 
there  wre  passed  groups  of  soldiers, 
their  uniforms'  muddy  enough,  truly, 
but  their  faces  ruddy  and  healthful. 
All  cherish  the  same  sentiments. 
They  long  for  peace,  but  for  a  peace 
which  will  find  Germany  a  beaten 
country,  glad-  to  accept  the  allies' 
terms. 


■MNO  FRATERNIZING. 

No  unofficial  Christmas  armistice 
this  year!  No  stories,  true  or  fic¬ 
tional,  of  Britisher  and  Hun  ex¬ 
changing  cigarettes  and  beer  or  play-  J 
ing  games  of  football  out  on  No 
Man’s  Land.  Some  Germans  did  at¬ 
tempt  overtures,  but  were  repulsed. 
Sentries  in  a  British  battalion  beheld 
with  surprise  a  small  group  of  Huns 
issue  from,  the  Boche  line,  and  under 
cover  of  a  white  flag  advance  towards 
the  British  trenches.  Instantly  an 
order  went  to  warn  the.  Germans 
hack.  British  soldiers  manned  the 
fire-step  and  waved  the  would-be  frat- 
ernizers  away.  After  some  hesita¬ 
tion  Fritz  decided  he  wasn’t  wanted, 
and  turned  back.  Thus  the  German 
attempted  camaraderie  was  nipped 
in  the  bud.  Neither  Britisher  nor 
Canadian  is  in  any  temper  for  broth¬ 
erhood  with  the  Boche. 

HA-D  LOTS  OF  TURKEY. 
Christmas  was  indeed  celebrated 
with  full  honors  by  two  veterans  of 
Toronto  battalions.  With  one  of 
these  the  officers  saw  to  it  that  their 
men  lacked  for  nothing.  One  thou¬ 
sand  pounds  of  turkey  was  consumed 
and  five  hundred  pounds  of  plum  pud¬ 
ding  on  this  festive  occasion,  the  men 
dining  in  little  groups,  which  the  offi¬ 
cers  visited  in  turn,  wishing  all  the 
season’s  greetings.  All  day  long  the 
regimental  brass  band  played  lustily, 
and  everyone  was  happy. 

Equally  joyous  was  the  function 
with  the  other  veteran  battalion,  who 
were  Highlanders.  From  morn  till 
dewy  eve  the  pipes  droned  almost 
.  incessantly,  relieved  for  breathing 
spells  by  a  local  French  band  of 
j  eight  pieces.  '  The  kilties  ate  no  tur- 
key,  but  made  up  for  lack  of  the 
bouncing  bird  in  other  edibles.  The 
combined  sums  of  $1,5-00  from  the 
City  of  Toronto  and  $500  from  the 
48th  Highlanders  Fund  helped  buy 
the  Christmas  feast. 

GIFT  OF  WRIST  WATCHES. 

Over  in  the  officers’  mess  the 
colonel,  when  I  called,  was  unpack¬ 
ing  a  parcel  of  little  silver  wrist- 
watches,  product  of  a  famous  Lon¬ 
don  jeweller-.  On  the  back  of  each 
handsome  timepiece  was  this  inscrip¬ 
tion: — 

In  Memory 
of 

Lieut.  Maurice  E,  Malone,  "■ 
Killed  in  action 
June  3rd,  1916. 

These,  and  an  equal  number  of  pipes, 
were  being  presented  to  the  surviv¬ 
ors  of  the  young  officer's  platoon,  a 
Christmas  gift  from  his  father,  Mr. 
E,  T.  Malone,  of  Toronto. 

food  supplV  ver7' scanty 

Germany’s  Dictator  Makes  .^Admis¬ 
sion  in  a  Recent  Speech. 

Canadian.  Press  Despatch. 

Amsterdam,  Jan.  30.— According  to 
the  Berlin  Vorwaerts,  Adolph  Ba- 
tocki,  president  of  the  food  regula- 
j  tion  board,  clearly  indicated  in  a 
I  recent  speech  that  the  German  food 
supply  for  the  spring  was  very 
scanty  and  would  require  the  most 
careful  distribution  and  economica! 
use.  Calculating  potatoes  in  the 
value  of  wheat,  he  said  that  foi  the 
current  year  there  were  2,000,'006 
tons  less'  of  both  available  for  ani¬ 
mal  and  human  consumption  than 

(there  was  last  year  and  that,  owing 
to  the  prohibition  of  wheat,  for  ani¬ 
mal  feeding,  this  would  greatly  di¬ 
minish  the  yield  of  animal  prod  *cts. 
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parents  received  very  wide-spread 
sympathy  at  the  time  his  death 
was  reported. 

As  the  result  of  the  recommenda¬ 
tion  of  his  colonel  he  may  yet  be 
granted  a  posthumous  honor  for  his 
bravery. 


i 

ivi  AloNE 


L/sv  MAURICE  (“  Mlot ’  ) 


MENTIONED  HIS  BRAVERY 


MAY  YET  GET  HONOR. 


Although  He  Is  Dead,  Lieut.  Maurice 
Malone  May  Yet  Be  Honored  on  Re¬ 
port  of  His  Colonel. 

That  Lieut.  Maurice  (“  Mike  ”)  Ma¬ 
lone  was  recommended  for  gallantry 
in  the  field  is  shown  by  a  letter 
which  Lieut.-Col.  Bent  sent  to  a  friend 
in  Toronto. 

Lieut.  Malone,  who  was  a  son  of 
Mr.  E.  T.  Malone,  was  reported  killed 
some  time  ago.  According  to  the  let¬ 
ter  received  from  Lieut.-Col.  Bent, 
“  he  died,  not  in  the  trenches,  but 
fading  his  men  in  the  counter- 
aLack  which  the  good  old  48th  made 
against  the  enemy  on  June  3rd.  He 
had  done  his  bit,  and  he  died  a  sol¬ 
dier’s  death.  I  recommended  him  for 
gallantry.  Many  of  our  brave  lads 
have  gone  down;  many  will  be  yet 
called  upon  to  pay  the  price,  but 
‘  Mike  ’  Malone  was  among  the  very 
best.” 

Lieut.  Malone  was  only  21  years 
of  age  when  he  fell  at  Zillebeke.  His 


FOR  LT.  “MIKE”  MALONE 


Lieut.-Col.  C.  EL  Bent  Asks 
That  Posthumous  Honor  Be 
Conferred  Upon  Him. 

Further  proof  that  the  late  Lieut. 
“Mike”  Malone,  son  of  Mr.  E,  T. 
Malone,  K.C.,  died  most  gallantly 
while  leading  his  men  to  the  charge, 
is  shown  by  the  fact  that  the  offi¬ 
cer  commanding  the  15th  Battalion, 
Lf.-Col.  C.  E.  Bent,  has  recommend¬ 
ed  him  for  gallantry,  and  that  he 
may  possibly  earn  a  posthumous 
honor  for  his  bravery. 

Lt.-Col.  Bent  succeeded  the  late 
Lt.-Col.  W.  R.  Marshall  in  the  com¬ 
mand  of  the  15th  Battalion  a  short 
time  before  tho  battle  of  Zillebeke, 
in  which  Lient.  Malone  died.  Writ¬ 
ing  of  the  latter’s  death  to  a  friend, 
he  says  in  part:  “I  have  just  read 
an  article  In  The  Trononto  Star  Week¬ 
ly  about  poor  old  ‘Mike’  Malone,  and 
what  he  did,  and  how  he  died.  In  a 
few  words  I  want  to  tell  you  what  I, 
who  was  his  commanding  officer, 
thought  of  him.  But  rather  than  re¬ 
peat  the  whole  of  the  article,  I  will 
merely  repeat  that  there  is  much 
|  more  that  could  be  said.  He  did  not 
‘die  in  the  trenches;’  he  was  killed 
1  leading  his  men  in  the  counter-at¬ 
tack  which  the  good  old  48th  made 
against  the  enemy  on  the  morning 
of  June  3.  He  had  done  his  bit,  and 
he  died  a  soldier’s  death.  I  recom¬ 
mended  him  for  gallantry.  Many  of 
our  brave  lads  have  gone  down; 
many  will  be  yet  called  upon  to  pay 
the  price,  but  ‘Mike’  Malone  was 
among  the  very  best.” 

Lieut.  “Mike”  Malone  was  only  21 
j  years  of  age  when  he  fell  at  Zillebeke. 
!  Mery  wide-spread,  were  the  expres- 
|  ®ions  of  sympathy  received  by  his 
parents  at  the  time  on  account,  for 
he  w as  held  in  the  highest  esteem 
as  a  hockey  player,  as  a  boy,  and  as 
an  officer.  He  was  an  old  St.  An¬ 
drew’s  College  boy  and  a  student  at 
the  University  of  Toronto  and  play¬ 
ed  on  the  Varsity  junior  O.H.A.  team 
before  he  went  on  active  service. 
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THE  EVENING  TELEGRAM.  «A  THEDA  Y.  jsQVEMBER  10, 


PLAYED  THE  GAME  AND  WON 


THOUGH  DEATH  CALLED  THEM. 


Lieuts.  Maurice  Malone  and  F.  H. 

Gooch  Remembered  In  Unveiling  of 

Tablets  at  St.  Paul’s  Church. 

His  Last  words,  engraved  upon  the 
tablet  which  will  be  unveiled  to¬ 
morrow  in  St.  Paul’s  Church,  Bloor 
street  east,  embody  the  spirit  of  the 
boy  who  died  nearly  eighteen  months 
ago,  leading  his  men. 

When  he  fell  in  No  .Man’s  Hand 
that  sunshiny  morning,  June  3,  1916, 
charging  up  the  hill  in  broad  day¬ 
light,  some  of  his  men  went  back  to 
■aid  him.  There  was  but  time  for 
the  quiet  words: 

“Never  mind  me,  go  on,”  ere 
Maurice  Malone’s  gallant  spirit 
passed. 

“He  has  played  the  game  and  won,” 
wrote  Lieut.  H.  L.  Symons,  one  of 
the  many  friends  who  hastened  to 
comfort  as  best  they  might  bereft 
hearts  in  the  homeland. 


LIEUT.  MAURICE  MALONE. 


Men  who  are  left  of  the  Junior  O. 
H.  A.  will  never  forget  how  splen¬ 
didly  “Mike”  Malone  played  the  lea¬ 
ser  game,  when  in  1914  and  preced¬ 
ing  years,  he  was  crack  goalkeeper 
at  the  Arena  games.  Always  cool, 
always  smiling,  he  inspired  absolute 
confidence  as  in  the  greater  game, 
when,  an  officer  of  the  “gallant  48th,” 
he  laid  down  his  life.  ' 

Lieut.-Col.  Bent,  who  took  Col. 
Marshall’s  (his  old  commander) 
place  after  the  latter’s  death,  wrote 
concerning  the  young  officer: 


the  great  game  that  at  the  attack 
on  Hill  70,  on  August  15th  of  this 
year,  led  him  into  the  life  beyond. 

He  was  one  of  the  finest  of  To¬ 
ronto’s  hockey  players,  and  in  1912 
was  a  member  of  the  Toronto  Canoe 
Club  team  that  won  the  O.  H.  A. 
Junior  Championship.  The  call  of 
country,  however,  was  stronger  than 
any  success  he  could  achieve  here 
and  early  in  1915  he  enlisted  for  over¬ 
seas  service,  went  to  Kingston,  com¬ 
pleted  an  artillery  course  and  be¬ 
came  connected  with  the  40th  Bat¬ 


AMONG  THE  BEST. 

“He  died  not  in  the  trenches 
but  leading  his  men  in  the  coun¬ 
ter-attack  which  the  good  old 
48th  made  against  the  enemy  on 
June  3rd.  He  had  done  his  bit, 
and  he  died  a  soldier’s  death.  I 
recommended  him  for  gallantry. 
Many  of  our  brave  lads  have 
gone  down,  many  will  be  yet 
called  upon  to  pay  the  price,  but 
‘Mike’  Malone  was  among  the 
very  best.” 

Almost  numberless  tributes,-  alike 
noble  and  sincere,  came  to  the  home 
in  Queen’s  Park,  -where  live  the 
father  and  mother,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E. 
T.  Malone.  Perhaps  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  was  from  Professor  Wal¬ 
lace: 

“When  I  dream  of  my  own  little 
boy,  gro-wn  up  to  a  man’s  years,  I 
ike  to  believe  he  may  be  something 
ike  Maurice,  so  happy-hearted,  so 
generous  and  thoughtful,  so  wonder¬ 
ful  a  combination  of  the  charms  of 
noble  youth  and  the  attractiveness  of 
a  high-minded  man  assuming  life’s 
heaviest  responsibilities.” 

In  his  third  year  at  Varsity  when 
he  enlisted,  Maurice  Malone  had 
been  nine  months  in  the  trenches, 
and  had  Just  passed  his  21st  birth- 
lav  when  he  died. 

The  mortal  frame  that  contained 
his  brave  young  spirit  is  buried  in 
France,  and  beside  him  lies  the  body 
of  the  man  under  whom  he  first  serv¬ 
ed,  Lieut.-Col.  Marshall. 

TO  ANOTHER  HERO. 

To  another  of  Toronto’s  hero  sons, 
Lieut.  “Jack"  Gooch,  there  will  also 
be  unveiled  a  memorial  tablet  at  the 
service  in  St.  Paul’s  tomorrow.  He 
too,  has  “played  the  game  and  won.;” 


tery. 

Part  of  the  winter  of  1916  the  bat¬ 
tery  was  quartered  in  Toronto,  and 
during  that  time  Lieut.  Gooch  was 
captain  of  a  team  which  the  battery 
entered  in  the  O.  H.  A.  With  the 
keen  sporting  instincts  of  Jack 
Gooch,  the  fine  ability  he  displayed 
as  a  “defence”  man,  he  could  not 
have  done  otherwise  than  he  did, 
fight  bravely  to  the  very  last.  He, 
too,  was  young,  only  In  his  25th  year. 
His  father,  Mr.  F.  H.  Gooch,  lives  at 
120  Crescent  road. 


LIEUT.  “JACK”  GOOCH. 

— W— T.J— —————— 


DEAD 
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To  those  wfio  attended  the  memorial 
service  at  St.  Paul’s  Anglican  Church 
yesterday  morning,  dedicated  to  the  un¬ 
veiling  of  tablets  in  memory  of  Lieut. 
Maurice  Edward  Malone  and  Lieut.  Fred¬ 
erick  John  Gooch,  the  fact  must  assuredly 
have  been  impressed  upon  them  that  the 
preparation  in  the  lesser  game  in  the 
arena  of  sports  was  the  fundamental 
principle  upon  which  they  built  up  the 
spirit  that  carried  them  through  the 
greater  game  in  France  and  Flanders. 


Perhaps  never  before ,  in  the  history  of 
Canada  were  ever  linked  together  in 
such  a  service  two  boys  who  pre-emi¬ 
nently  stood  out  among  so  many,  and 
certainly  Canada’s  great  Winter  sport, 
hockey,  was  never  before  honored  in  such 
a  way. 


As  one  listened  to  the  glowing  tributes 
paid  to  the  memory  of  these  two  heroes 
one’s  thoughts  were  unconsciously 
drawn  to  the  Arena  Gardens,  where 
Gooch  and  Malone  in  pre-war  days  were 
bright  stars  in  the  hockey  firmament. 
“Jack”  Gooch,  as  he  was  better  known, 
was  a  player  of  recognized  ability,  a 
player  who  was  respected  and  admired, 

!  lauded  and  appreciated,  a  man  who  was 
clean  and  above  board  and  played  for 
the  game’s  sake.  No  one  who  ever  saw 
“Jack”  Gooch  in  action  in  a  match  could 
think  otherwise,  and  he  played  the  bigger 
game  with  the  same  zest. 


Sketching  his  career.  Canon  Cody  in 
his  address  paid  a  personal  tribute  to  one 
of  Toronto’s  most  popular  athletes,  who 
made  the  supreme  sacrifice  on  Aug.  15, 
1917,  while  as  a  member  of  the  6th  Bat¬ 
tery,  Second  Brigade,  C.F.A.,  C.E.F., 
acting  as  forward  observing  officer  at 
the  capture  of  Hill  70,  near  Lens,  France. 
He  told  of  young  Gooch,  a  pure,  straight, 
clean  and  unselfish  boy  at  St.  Andrew’s 
College,  who  rapidly  became  famous  as 
a  hockey  player.  He  was  a  member  of 
three  championship  O.  A.  H.  teams,  To¬ 
ronto  Canoe  Club  juniors,  T.  R.  and  A.  A. 
when  they  won  the  senior  title  for  the1 
second  time,  and  'Victorias.  He  was  also 
!  an  expeit  at  tennis  and  paddling  and 
was  a  member  of  the  champion  T.  C.  C. 
war  canoe  crew.  After  the  season  of 
1915  he  enlisted  in  the  40th  Battery,  and 
subsequently  went  overseas  with  the 
54th  Battery  to  England.  From  there  he 
was  sent  to  join  the  6th  Battery  in 
France. 


Just  as  he  was  an  idol  in  the  sporting 
world,  so  he  was  in  the  battery.  Brother 
officers  have  written  that  the  men  wor¬ 
shipped  him,  and  his  O.  C.  declared  that 
he  was  one  of  the  most  efficient  officers 
he  ever  met.  Lieut.  Gooch  was  25  years 
of  age,  and  he  fell  in  the  most  glorious 
feat  of  Canadian  arms  in  the  war  to 
date,  the  capture  of  Hill  70.  He  was 
buried  near  Poperinghe  with  full  military 
honors  after  his  servant,  with  the  assist¬ 
ance  of  an  officer  and  two  gunners,  had 
succeeded  in  rescuing  his  body  after  five 
attempts  under  heavy  fire. 


Lieut.  “Mike”  Malone  was  also  a  gradu¬ 
ate  of  St.  Andrew’s  College  and  had  just 
comp  eted  his  second  year  at  the  Univer¬ 
sity  of  Toronto,  when  he  enlisted.  He 
celebrated)?  his  twenty-first  birthday  in  the 
trenches  and  at  that  time  after  serving 
eight  months  there  he  wrote:  ‘Tf  I  am  j 
not  a  man  now,  I  never  will  be.”  No  one  i 
will  ever  question  his  right  to  manhood 
nor  could  anyone  do  so  before  he  reached 
the  age  of  manhood’s  estate,  for  he  al¬ 
ways  had  the  makings  of  a  big  man  and 
his  cheerful  manners  brought  him  friends 
in  every  environment.  He  was  loyal, 
brave,  true  and  gallant  to  the  very  end. 
He  will  be  remembered  best  as  goal¬ 
keeper  for  the  champion  junior  O.  H.  A. 
Varsity  team,  and  his  cool  and  fearless 
work  X  the  nets  was  a  treat  to  watch. 
Thoughtfulness  for  others  was  seeming¬ 
ly  a  primary  instinct  with  him  and  his 
devotion  to  his  work  was  sincere.  He  took 
a  keen  interest  in  military  work  early  and 
was  senior  officer  in  the  Cadet  Corps  at 
school.  He  joined  the  48th  Highlanders 
and  proceeded  overseas  with  the  58th 
Battalion  later  joining  the  original  48th 
Highlanders,  fighting  as  the  famous  "Fif¬ 
teenth”  in  France.  He  was  engaged  in 
every  battle  from  St.  Ju'ien  on  and  was 
kiled  leading  his  men  in  a  charge  near 
Zillebeke,  Flanders,  on  June  3,  1916.  His 
last  words  were  truly  a  soldier’s:  “Never 
mind  me,  carry  on!” 
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TWO  OFFICERS 

Sr  V  t  A '  '  j^i 


Lieuts.  M.  E.  Malone  and  F.  J, 
Gooch  Were  Killed  in 

Action  /  ? 


UNVEILING  AT  ST.  PAUL’S 


Ten.  Archdeacon  Cody  Pays  Warm  | 
/Tribute  to  Characters  of  the 
Young  Soldiers. 


St.  Paul’s  Church,  Bloor  street,  was 
yesterday  morning  the  scene  of  an 
impressive  service,  the  occasion  being 
i  the  unveiling  of  tablets  to  the  mem¬ 
ory  of  two  young  Toronto  soldiers, 
i  Lieut.  Maurice  Edward  Malone  and 
Lieut.  Frederick  John  Gooch,  who 
gave  their  lives  in  France  and  Flan¬ 
ders  that  their  country  might  con¬ 
tinue  to  be  a  land  of  freemen.  There 
was  a  large  congregation  in  attend¬ 
ance,  including  officers  and  men  from 
the  48th  Highlanders  and  the  Artil- 
|  lery.  The  Ven.  Archdeacon  Cody  con¬ 
ducted  the  service,  assisted  by  Major 
(Rev.)  Crawford  Brown,  Chaplain  of 
the;  48th  Highlanders.  The  unveiling 
of  the  Malone  tablet  was  performed 
by  Principal  Macdonald  of  St.  An-  | 
drew’s  College  and  Lieut. -Col.  Dar-  j 
ling  of  the  48th  Highlanders.  The  ' 
tablet  to  Lieut.  Gooch  was  unveiled 
by  Principal  Macdonald  and  Capt.  W.  j 
T.  Henderson,  O.C.  of  the  6th  Bat-; 
tery,  2nd  Brigade,  at  Vimy  Ridge. 
Pipe-Major  Fraser  played  the  lament,  i 
"Lochaber  No  More.”  After  the  play-' 
ing  of  the  “Dead  March  in  Saul,”  the 
bugler  sounded  “The  Last  Post,”  fol¬ 
lowed  later  by  “The  Reveille.” 

Best  Types  of  Canadians. 

In  the  course  of  an  earnest  ad¬ 
dress,  Archdeacon  Cody  paid  warm 
tributes  to  the  characters  of  the 
two  young  men  who  had  fallen 
facing  their  duty.  He  said  they  were 
little  more  than  boys,  but  they  were 
of  the  best  types  of  Canadian  youth. 
Athletics  had  taught  them  self-dis¬ 
cipline,  fair  play,  and  consideration 
for  others.  They  had  “played  the 
game”  in  the  sports,  and  they  played 
it  nobly  and  well  in  war.  The  last 
words  of  Lieut.  Malone,  “Carry  on!” 
were  a  challenge  to  those  at  home  as 
well  as  to  the  men  at  the  front.  “We 
must  fill  up  the  ranks,”  said  Dr.  Codv. 
"We  must  get  together  in  this  great 
crisis,  and  support  ‘them  with  men,- 
munitions,  food  and  money.  We  must 
not  lose  our  sense  of  proportion  by 
being  unduly  pessimistic  or  optimis¬ 
tic.  We  must  show  ourselves  worthy 
Of  these  great  sacrifices.” 

Lieut.  Maurice  Edward  Malone. 

Speaking  of  the  life  and  personality 
j}£  Lieut.  Maurice  Edward  Malone,  Dr. 
Cody  said  he  attended  St.  Andrew’s  I 
College  from  1907  to  1913,  where  he  ' 
was  highly  esteemed  as  a  student  and 
athlete.  He  was  one  of  the  senior 
officers  in  the  Cadet  Corps.  His  good 
temper,  ready  humor,  steady  work 
and,  unfailing  thoughtfulness  render¬ 
ed-  him  universally  popular  with  the 
boyp.  At  the  University  of  Toronto,  , 

I  where  he  finished  his  education,  he  i 
continued  his  interest  in  athletics,  be-  I 
ing  the  goalkeeper  in  the  champion  , 
hockey  team.  He  secured  a  commis-  ! 
sion  with  the  48th  Highlanders,  and 
became  a  member  of  the  University 
Officers’  Training  Corps.  He  went  > 
to  Niagara  Camp  with  the  58th  Bat-  \ 
ralion.  and  was  drafted  overseas  in 


August,  1915.  For  two  months  he 
was  attached  to  the  12th  Reserve  Bat¬ 
talion.  and  then  went  to  France  to 
join  the  loth  Battalion  (old  48th). 
He  was  in  the  trenches  nine  months, 
wlicro  Tic  cclcT)  ratted  his  21st  hirth- 
day. 

"His  Strangest  Birthday.” 

Writing  home  on  this  occasion, 
Lieut.  Malone  said:  "This  is  the 
strangest  birthday  I  have  ever  had, 
and  if  I  am  not  a  man  now  I  don  t 
think  I  ever  will  be.”  He  was  killed 
w  hile  leading  his  men  under  shell  and 
machine  gun  fire  in  broad  daylight. 
He  was  ahead  of  his  men  when  he  re¬ 
ceived  a  fatal  wound  in  the  breast. 
Coming  up,  his  men  surrounded  him, 
but  he  said:  “Never  mind  me;  carry 
on!”  He  had  a  short  time  previ¬ 
ously  given  up  his  right  to  leave  of 
absence  to  a  married  officer  whose 
Wife  and  child  were  waiting  in  Eng¬ 
land. 

Lieut.  Jack  Gooch. 

Referring  to  the  late  Lieut.  ‘Jack 
Gooch,  Dr.  Cody  said  he  descended 
from  an  old  Norfolk  family.  His 
grandfather  was  a  friend  of  Cardinal 
Newman.  He  was  a  chorister,  and 
on  one  occasion  rose  up  and  sang  the 
"P’lnrv  Song,”  at  Massey  Hall,  while 
tS  ^  student  at  St.  Andrew's  Col- 
leae.  He  was  employed  in  the  Can¬ 
ada  Life  Company  at  the  time  of  ei}- 
fistment  He  was  one  of  Toronto  s 
bfst  known  athletes,  a  canoeist,  a 
i  nlayer,  being  a  member  of 


several  champion  teams  After  the  sea¬ 
son  of  1915  he  entered  the  artillery, 
taking  a  course  at  Kingston,  and  was 
connected  with  the  40th  Battery.  He 
went  overseas  with  the  54th  Battery, 
but  was  transferred  to  the  6th  Bat- 
I  tery,  and  was  in  constant  action,  tak¬ 
ing”  part  in  the  capture  of  Vimy  Ridge. 
He  was  killed  in  the  assault  of  Hill  70 
August  15,  1917,  in  the  early  morning. 
He  was  in  the  act  of  going  over  the 
top  when  a  piece  of  shell  struck  him; 
he  died  instantly.  Dr.  Cody  read  a 
letter  from  a  wounded  gunner  in  hos¬ 
pital  in  England  describing  the  devo¬ 
tion  of  the  men  to  the  late  Lieut, 
j  Gooch.  In  an  effort  to  bring  in  the 
'  body  two  of  them  were  wounded. 

The  tablet  to  Lieut.  Malone,  which 
'is  neatly  wrought  in  bronze,  bears  the 
following  inscription: 

In  loving  memory  of  Maumee 
Edward  Malone,  48th  Highland¬ 
ers,  15th  Battalion,  First  Can¬ 
adian  Expeditionary  Force,  who 
was  killed  in  action  at  the  Battle 
of  Zillebeke,  in  Flanders,  while 
gallantly  leading  his  men,  June 
3rd,  1916.  Aged  21  years  and  2 
months.  He  was  the  youngest  son 
of  E.  T.  and  Amy  Malone.  “Never 
mind  me;  carry  on!”  (his  last 
words.  “Quit  you  like  men;  be 
i  strong.” 

The  tablet  to  Lieut.  Gooch  is  of 
white  marble,  and  is  inscribed  as  fol- 
:  lows  : 

:  In  memory  of  Frederick  John 

<  Gooch,  Lieutenant  6th  Battery, 
C.F.A.,  2nd  Brigade,  Canadian 
Expeditionary  Force,  who  was 
killed  in  discharge  of  his  duties 
as  Forward  Observation  Officer 

I  for  the  brigade  at  the  capture  of 
Hill  70,  near  Lens,  in  France, 
August  15,  1917.  Bom  at  Toron¬ 
to,  January  4th,  1892.  Second 
son  of  Frederick  Herbert  and 
Augusta  Alexandra  Gooch,  and 
grandson  of  .Robert  Nelson 
■  Gooch. 

I  “The  men  of  the  Battery  wor¬ 
shipped  him,  and  he  was  one  of  the 
most  efficient  and  conscientious  offi¬ 
cers  I  have  ever  had.”  Letter  of 
Capt.  Bennett,  O.C.,  of  6th  Battery, 
France,  August  20th,  1917. 
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FITTING  TRIBUTES 
TO  YOUNG  OFFICERS 


tery,  2nd  Brigade,  at  Vimy  Ridge,  un- 
veiied  the  other  tablet,  which  record¬ 
ed  that  Lieut.  Frederick  John  Gooch 
“laid  down  his  life  for  his  King  and 
Country  and  for  the  great  cause  at 
the  capture  of  Hill  70,  near  Lens,  in 
|  France,  on  August  15th,  1917.”  Tho 
i  congregation  remained  standing  while 
the  “Dead  March”  in  Saul  was  played 


i  .  m  n  on  the  organ  and  until  a  bugler  had 

Tablets  Unveiled  m  St.  Paul  s  sounded  “The  Last  post.”  in  dedi- 

rto+iv»/r  •fo  Vkl  a  A  volnilooorm  r\  iIa) 

in  Memory  of  Lieiits. 

Malone  and  Gooch. 

PLAYED  HEROIC  PART 

- ui  0,11  cimicno  1‘«|  l.'J  >*  ...OJ 

ij  Tr  ill  r<\  i  a  i  vouchsafe  to  bring  us  all.”  The 

!  Yen.  Archdeacon  Cody  Spoke  bugler  sounded  “The  Reveme,”  which 

„  TT  .  ~  .  was  the  note  nf  Resurrection,  and  the 

I  of  Unassuming  Gallantry 


eating  the  tablets  Archdeacon  Cody 
said:  “May  God  accept  and  bless 
these  memorials  and  grant  that  those 
who  look  upon  them  m%y  realize  the 
constraining  call  of  duty:  the  glory  of 
loyalty,  courage  and  self-sacrifice;  the 
joy  of  faithful  service,  the  inspiration 
of  noble  comradeship;  and  the  power 
of  an  endless  life,  to  which  may  He 


of  the  Deceased. 


At  St.  Paul’s  Church  yesterday  men 
from  every  sphere  of  the  city’s  life 
and  of  almgst  every  creed  assembled 
to  honor  the  memories  of  two  of  To¬ 
ronto’s  young  officer  heroes  and  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  congregation  who  had  an¬ 
swered  the  last  roll  call,  Lieut.  Maurice 
Edward  Malone,  of  the  48tli  High¬ 
landers,  in  Flanders,  and  Lieut. 
Frederick  John  Gooch,  of  the  6th 
Battery,  2nd  Brigade,  near  Lens,  in 
France.  There  was  not  one  vacant 
seat  in  the  church  when  the  organ 
-\pealed  out  Chopin’s  Funeral  March. 
Officers  and  men  of  .  the  University 
Officers’  Training  Corps,  a  company 
of  cadets  from  St.  Andrew’s,  and  a 
detachment  of  returned  men  from  the 
military  hospitals  filled  the  west 
transept,  and  the  48th  Highlanders 
and  relatives  and  friends  of  the  dead 
officers  occupied  the  east  transept. 
Among  the  congregation  in  general 
were  leading  representatives  of  the 
bench  and  bar,  the  Legislature  and 
the  different  professions.  Not  only 
was  the  prevailing  feeling  a  magnifi¬ 
cent  tribute  to  the>  dead  and  an  in¬ 
spiration  to  everyone  to  “carry  on”  in 
the  great  struggle,  but  there  was  also 
an  earnest  desire  to  honor  the  par¬ 
ents  of  the  dead  officers  and  to  ex¬ 
tend  to  them  the  hand  of  sympathy, 
IJJajor  the  Rev.  Crawford  Brown, 
chaplain  of  the  48th  Highlanders, 
read  the  lesson,  which  contained  the 
words,  “And  God  shall  wipe  away  all 
tears  from  their  eyes,”  and  following 
the  singing  of  “Rock  of  Ages,”  the 
wail  of  “Lochaber  No  More,”  played 
by  Pipe-Major  Fraser  on  the  Scot¬ 
tish  pipes,  reached  to  every  corner  of 
the  church.’ 

The  tablets,  which  are  side  by  side 
on  the  wall  of  the  east  transept,  were 
then  unveiled.  Principal  Macdonald, 

I  of  St.  Andrew’s  College,  and  Lleut.- 
!  Col.  Darling  removed  the  Union  Jack 
’  which  concealed  the  memorial  to 
Lieut.  Malone,  and  which  commemo¬ 
rated  the  fact  that  Lieut.  Maurice  Ed¬ 
ward  Malone  “laid  down  his  life  for 
his  King  and  Country,  and  for^  the 
great  cause,  near  Zillebeke,  in  Flan¬ 
ders  on  June  3rd,  1916.”  Principal, 
Macdonald  and  Catft.  W.  T.  Hender¬ 
son,  who  commanded  the  6th  Bat-J 


was  the  note  of  Resurrection,  and  the 
/ceremony  closed  bv  the  congregation 
singing  “Fight,  the  Good  Fight,” 
which  is  the  school  hymn  of  St.  An¬ 
drew’s.  of  which  both  officers  were 
graduates . 

What  tlie  Sacrifices  Meant. 

!  As  a  fitting  text  for  such  a  service 
|  at  such  a  time  Archdeacon  Cody 
selected  2  Corinthians,  16:13:  “Quit 
'you  like  men,  be  strong.”  The  con¬ 
gregation.  said  the  Archdeacon,  com¬ 
memorate  not  only  the  lives  of  those 
i  two  young  officers  who  had  died  for 
the  cause,  but  as  they  also  would 
have  wished  it,  their  comrades-in- 
;  arms  from  all  over  Canada  who  also 
had  been  brave,  loyal  and  sacrificial. 
Many  special  tablets  and  windows  to 
i  commemorate  lives  of  unwavering 
service  would  be  erected,  but  the  con¬ 
gregation  of  St.  Paul’s,  Dr.  Cody 
stated,  had  set  apart  the  three  great 
windows  in  the  chancel  to  bo  filled 
with  'stained  glass  after  the  war  as  a 
perpetual  memory  to  those  of  the 
congregation  who  had  given  them¬ 
selves  even  unto  death  for  King  and 
country.  In  paying  tribute  to  the.r 
:  two  honored  young  members  and 
i  heartfelt  sympathy  to  those  who  had 
i  go  proudly  been  bereaved  Archdeacon 
!  Cody  said:  ”We  can  commit  our- 
j  selves  anew  to  the  great  cause-  vve 
can  stir  ourselves  up  to  answer  the 
challenge  of  theiir  sacrifice  by  con¬ 
tinuously  supporting  in  body  ana 
purse  and  in  things  material  and 
spiritual  the  cause  for  which  thei 
nobly  gave  their  lives  We  may  ae- 
termffi!  afresh  that  their  offerings 
shall  not  be  in  vain  and  try  to 
worthy  of  their  sacrifices.  We  are 
passing  through  the  most  vital  days 
of  this  most  vital  struggle  in  the 
world’s  history  and  should  comifV; 
our  loved  ones  and  the  cause  fo 
which  they  are  fighting  to  the  Go 
of  righteousness  and  mercy. 

Their  feelings  on  that  occasion,  said 
Archdeacon  Cody,  were  those  of  mingled 
pride,  thankfulness,  sympathy  and  deter 
minatlon.  They  were  proud  of  what 
Canadian  soldiers  had  ^on?*  pT°ujLrif 

their  self-forgetfulness  and  of  their  glon 
ous  achievements  m  the  7eve- 

cause.  They  were  thankful  for  the  rev  , 

lation  of  heroism,  for  one  of  the  reveia 
tions  of  the  war  had  been  the  extraord 
nary  valor  of  their  quiet,  unassuming 
Soys.  There  also  was  the  deling  of 
determination  that  tyranny  and  ruin 
should  not  prevail. 

A  Fine  Tribute. 

The  two  boys  whose  deeds  and 
ries  they  honored,  and  the  pathos  and  the 
pride  of  the  occasion  was  that  they  were 
only  boys,  were  well  known  at  St.  Pau  s, 
and  it  was  not  an  inidfferent  congrega¬ 
tion  which  let  hearts  full  of  sympa^on@ 
out  to  the  parents.  Maurice 
celebrated  his  21st  birthday  u  was 
trenches,  and  in  a  letter  home  said  it  was 
the  strangest  birthday  he  had  ever  had, 
adding:  “If  I  am  not  a  man  now  after 
seven  months  of  this  life  I  cannot  think  I 
ever  will  be.  But  I  am  a  man  in  th^ 
i  trenches  ”  Lieut.  Malone,  who  was  con-  , 
i Vi  old  St.  Paul’s  Church,  was  a  | 


S*t  Andrew’s  College  boy  before  entering 
the  university,  said  Archdeacon  Cody. 

He  was  one  of  the  leading  flgu 
school  life,  prominent  In  every  part  of 

athletics,  one  of  the  foremost  goalkeepers 
In  the  whole  province,  a  -keen  hocaey 
player  and  cricketer,  and  one  of  the 
senior  officers  of  the  school  cadet  corps 
whose  boys  were  present  as  a  Clbute  to 
his  memory.  He  was  always  a  sunny- 
tempered  boy  with  the  merriest  twinkle 
In  his  eye,  full  of  rich  humor  and  an  un-  ^ 
failing  faithfulness.  On  completing  his 
second  year  at  the  University  of  Toronto 
he  took  out  a  commission  in  the  48tn 
Highlanders,  trained  with  the  University 
Officers’  Corps,  and  after  a  term  at  Ni¬ 
agara  was  sent  overseas  in  1915  with  a 
draft  of  one  thousand  men.  and  in  France 
ioined  the  48th.  Through  every  big 
fight  since  St.  Julien  he  came  unscathed 
until  that  terrible  battle  on  the  Ypres 
salient  In  which  Gen  Mercer  was  RrtleH 
His  company,  suddenly  recalled  from  rest 
billets,  walked  back  at  night  through  15 
miles  of  mud  to  the  trenches  to  take  pait 
on  June  3.  1916.  in  a  counter-attack  and 
regain  trenches  taken  by  the  enemy.  He 
bade  good-bye  to  his  Major,  and  told  him 
he  was  going  to  his  “finish.”  but  would 
show  the  Germans  what  a  48th  Hign 
lander  could  do.  Lieut.  Malone  went 
first  over  the  trenches  to  lead  his  men 
against  the  Huns,  when  he  was  caught  J 
in  a  hail  of  shell  and  machine  gun  fire 
and  fell.  His  last  words  to  his  men  were, 
“Never  mind  me;  carry  on.” 

A  Foremost  Athlete. 

Lieut.  Gooch,  said  Archdeacon  Cody, 
was  an  old  St.  Andrew’s  boy  and  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  a  noted  family  in  Norfolk,  Eng- 
i  land  whose  motto  was  “By  Faithfulness 
j  and  Valor.”  In  his  early  days  he  sang  in 
St.  James’  choir.  One  night  in  Massey 
Hall  Mr.  Alexander,  of  Torrey  and  Alex¬ 
ander  fame,  called  for  a  volunteer  to  sing 
the  “Glory”  song.  It  was  Jack  Gooch 
who  responded  and  the  same  Jack,  by  nis 
actions  during  life  knew  what  he  meant 
when  he  sans:  that  when  one  s  life  here 
was  done  he  passed  to  meet  his  Maker  face 
to  face.  Lieut.  Gooch,  said  Archdeacon  ; 
C'ody  was  also  a  foremost  athlete  and  a 
famous  hockey  player  throughout  the  pro¬ 
vince  He  enlisted  in  1915  and  went  over¬ 
seas  with  the  40th  Battery  For  weeks 
after  his  transfer  to  the  6th  Battniy  he 
was  so  busy  with  the  guns  at  Vimy  Ridge 
that  he  never  took  off  his  clothes.  On  the 
morning  of  Aug.  15  he  was  acting  as  m 
fantry  observation  officer  when  a  shell  hit 
him  So  well  was  he  liked  by  his  men 
that  five  different  attempts  had  to  oe 
made  before  they  could  recover  his  bodv 
from  “No  Man’s  Land.”  Each  attempt, 
added  to  the  casualty  list,  but  there  never 
was  a  lack  of  volunteers  for  the  work  of 
giving  decent  burial  to  an  officer  who  was 

worshipped.  .  . 

So  to-day  we  commemorate  them,  and 
aH  like  unto  them  in  devot'on  and  service 
sV'd  Archdeacon  Cody.  They  are  types  of 
our  best  Canadian  men  who  learned  dis- 
ciob'ne  In  the  realm  of  sport,  and  it  Is 
duality  ar.d  not  quantity  which  will  win 
out  in  this  struggle.  All  advances  in  this 
life  said  Archdeacon  Cody  in  conclusion, 
seem  to  be  paid  for  by  the  sacrifice  of  the 
best.  _ 
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IN  HONORED  MEMORY.  I 
“To  the  glory  of  God  and  in  ! 
honored  memory  of  Lieut.  Fred- 


In  Memory  of 

_ _ _ „  „ . . .  ,  Frederick  John  Gooch, 

erich  John  Gooch,  who  laid  down  Meut.  6th  Battery,  C.F.A.,  2nd  Bgde., 


HEMORY 


MKHM 


WILL  ENDURE 


YOUNG  TORONTO  OFFICERS. 


ablets  Unveiled  Yesterday  at  Im¬ 
pressive  Service  in  St.  Paul’s  An¬ 
glican  Church,  Bloor  Street  East. 

“Blow,  golden  trumpets,  manfully, 
For  all  the  golden  youth  that’s 
fled, 

For  all  the  shattered  dreams  that 
lie, 

__  Where  God  has  laid  the  quiet  dead. 
Under  an.  alien  sky. 


“But  blow  triumphant  music  too, 
Across  the  world  from  sea  to  sea, 
Because  the  heart  of  youth  was  true, 
Because  our  country  proved  to  be 
Even  greater  than  we  knew.” 


his  life  for  King  and  country  and 
for  the  great  cause,  at  the  cap¬ 
ture  of  Hill  70,  near  Lens,  in 
France,  on  August  15th,  1917, 
we  unveil  this  tablet.” 

The  same  words,  substituting  only 


Canadian  Expeditionary  Force 
Who  was  killed  in  the  discharge  of 
his  duties  as  forward  observation 
officer  tor  the  brigade  at  the  capture 
of  Hill  70,  near  Len3,  in  France,  on 
August  15,  1917. 


“Because  the  heart  of  youth  was 
true,”  tne  lives  of  Lieut.  Maurice 
Malone  and  Lieut.  Frederick  John 
Gooch  were  laid  down  upon  the 
fields  of  France. 

Because  the  hearts  of  those  who 
loved  them  do  not  forget,  there 
were  unveiled  yesterday  in  St.  Paul’s^ ing  'figures  M“schooVlife,“ prominent 
CL1Uruh;  „Bl00r  st-,east-  memorials \1  in  every  part  of  athletics,  always  a 
which  tell,  upon  enduring  bronze  and  sunny-tempered  boy.  He  took  out  a. 

marble  flip,  p-lnrv  of  thpir  rlp.fl.th  ^ ~ ™ ^ ~ ^ •  n.  .  .  ,  , 


his  name  and  the  place  and  date,  Born  at  Toronto.  January  4,  1892. 
“near  Zillebeke,  in  Flanders,  on  June  sec°nd  son  of  Frederick  Herbert  and 
3rd,  1916,”  were  used  for  Lieut.. Augusta  Alexandra  Gooch,  and 
Malone.  grandson  of  Robert  Nelson  Gooch. 

The  unveiling  was  preceded  by  the  *  ^.e  men  the  battery  worship- 
Dead  March  in  Saul,  played  by  the  ,Jim-  and  he  was  one  of  the  most 
organist,  Healy  Williams,  and!  by  the  efficient  an^  conscientious  officers 
buglers  the  “Last  Post.”  '  Letter  of  Capt.  Ben- 

Inspiring  was  the  address  of  Ven.  le  '  ’  battery,  France,  Aug. 

Archdeacon  Cody,  rector  of  St. 

Paul’s.  He  spoke  of  the  mingled 
feelings  of  pride,  thankfulness,  sym¬ 
pathy  and  determination.  The  latter 
was  inspired  by  the  feeling  that  ty¬ 
ranny  and  ruin  should  not  prevail. 

AS  A  FRIEND. 

Of  the  two  boys,  “for  almost  only 
boys  were  they  known  to  nearly  all 
of  you,”  Archdeacon  Cody  spoke  as 
only  a  friend  could  speak. 

Maurice  Malone  had  passed  his 
21st  birthday  in  tire  trenches.  “The 
strangest  birthday  I  ever  had.”  he 
wrote.  “Surely  if  I  were  not  a  man 
before  this  experience  would  make 
me  one.  But  I  am  a  man  in  the 
trenches.” 

Lieut.  Malone  was  one  of  the  lead- 


marble,  the  glory  of  their  death. 

Early  in  their  places  in  the  east¬ 
ern  transept  were  men  of  the  48th 
Highlanders,  and  relatives  of  the 
dead  officers,  while  the  western 
transept  was  filled  with  men  of  the 
C.O.T.C.,  returned  men  from  the 
military  hospitals  and  a  detachment 
of  Cadets  from  St.  Andrew’s  College, 
where  both  young  men  had  been  stu¬ 
dents;  ■while  among  the  great  conge- 

fation  were  scattered  many  men  in 
haki. 

“LOCHABER  NO  MORE.” 
Impressively  Major  the  Rev.  T. 
Crawford  Brown  read  the  lesson 
from  Revelation  7,  9,  ere  the  Bene¬ 
dicts  and  Creed  were  recited.  There 
followed  “Rock  of  Ages;”  and  as  the 
old  hymn  ended,  came  the  lament 
inspired  by  deathless  love  and  sor¬ 
row,  the  voice  alike  of  stricken 
hearts  in  bumble  Scottish  shielings 
and  in  stately  homes,  “Lochaber  No 
More.” 

A  silence  which  seemed  almost 
that  of  awe,  fell  upon  all  the  stand¬ 
ing  people,  as  Pipe-Major  Fraser 
slowly  paced  before  the  chancel  to 
and  from  the  western  transept,  and 
the  notes  of  the  Lament  sounded 
clearly  through  the  building. 

To  Principal  Macdonald,  of  St. 
Andrew’s  College,  and  to  Lieut.- 
Col.  Darling,  commanding  the  48th 
Highlanders,  fell  the  lot  of  unveil¬ 
ing  the  oblong  bronze  tablet  to  the  j 
memory  of  Lieut.  Malone,  which  oc- 1 
cupies  a  place  in  the  eastern  tran-  j 
sept.  A  little  further  toward  the  J 
front,  also  on  the  eastern  wall,  is  j 
fastened  the  upright  tablet  of 
marble,  which  commemorates  the  j 
death  of  Lieut.  Gooch.  Capt.  W.  T. 
Henderson  of  the  6th  Battery,  2nd, 
who  commanded  at  Vimy  Ridge, 
when  this  young  officer  fell,  took 
part  in  the  unveiling,  as  did  Princi¬ 
pal  Macdonald. 

Very  simple  was  the  ceremony, 
Just  the  words  spoken  quietly. 


commission  in  the  48th  Highlanders, 
trained'  with  the  University  Officers’ 
Corps  and  after  a  term  at  Niagara 
with  the  68th,  went  over  to  France 
and  again  joined  the  28th.  He  was 
killed  in  action  at  Lens,  June  3rd, 
1916,  and  buried  at  Poperinghe  with 
full  military  honors. 

The  story  of  “Jack”  Gooch's  short 


life  also  showed  fine  heroism.  “He 
died  a  man.  being  first  ‘over  the 
|  top.’”  He  was  a  member  of  one  of 
the  famous  old  families  of  Norfolk, 
[  England,  his  grandfather  being  a 
friend  of  Cardinal  Newman.  No 
member  ever  carried  out  more  faith- 
j  fully  than  Jack  Gooch  the  spirit  of 
the  motto  on  the  family  crest,  “By 
faithfulness  and  valor.”  There  was 
,  a  proud  picture  of  the  boy  standing 
on  the  platform  of  Massey  Hall, 
i  ready  to  volunteer  when  someone 
called  for  a  verse  of  the  “Glory 
Song.”  His  prowess  was  great  on 
the  athletic  field,  for  he  was  one  of 
the  foremost  hockey  players  in  the 
province.  He  fell  on  August  15th, 
and  so  well  liked  was  he  by  his  men 
that  they  made  five  several  attempts 
to  recover  his  body  from  No  Man’s 
Land,  which  was  finally  accomp¬ 
lished. 

“So  to-day,”  the  speaker  said,  “we 
commemorate  them  and  all  like  unto 
them  in  devotion  an<f  service.  They 
fire  types  of  our  best  Canadian  men 
who  learned  discipline  in  the  realm 
of  sport,  and  it  is  quality  and  not 
quantity  wijich  will  win  out  in  this 
struggle,  which  seems  to  be  paid  for 
by  the  sacrifice  of  the  best.” 

Archdeacon  Cody  ended  with  the 
lines  quoted  at  the  beginning: 

A  reproduction  of  the  Malone  tablet 
appeared  in  Saturday’3  Telegram. 

Following  is  the  inscription  on  the 
Gooch  tablet. 


THE  CHAMPION S. 

In  Mcniorlam  Lieutenants  Malone,  Aggett,  and  Many 

Others. 

Ennobled  by  the  mightiness  of  Life 

That  poured  its  valour  in  their  eager  souls, 

They  turned  from  boyhood  and  the  pleasant  goals 

Of  sport  and  home  and  love,  to  join  the  strife 

Of  God  and  Chaos,  following  the  fife 

And  drum  of  sun-helmed  Michael,  who  controls 
The  cosmic  war,  and  as  the  battle  rolls, 

Leads  the  young  Champions  where  death  most  is  rife. 

Some  lost  their  bodies,  garments  of  the  flesh, 

Yet  they  will  come  anew,  but  now  they  rest, 

A  glorious  company,  in  realms  of  light; 

With  joy  they’ll  come,  their  spiritr  to  enmesh 

Once  more  in  dust,  still  plighted  to  the  quest, 

To  clear  the  world  of  all  the  brood  of  night, 

Albert  E.  S.  Smythc. 


Friends  in  the  Trenches. 

General  Mason  visited  the  2nd  Army 
headquarters,  Belgium  and  northern 
France,  meeting  there  an  old  friend,  Lt.- 
Col.  Mitchell,  D.S.O.,  who  also  wears  the 
Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  of  the  high¬ 
er  gi-ade.  Col.  Mitchell  is  chief  intelli¬ 
gence  officer  of  this  army.  General  Ma- 
son  was  given  the  opportunity  of  seeing 
something  of  the  war  from  the  inside,  and 
visited  the  various  places  of  interest  in 
Belgium  and  France— Ypres  ana  other 
towns  that  have  suffered  so  severely  at 
the  hands  of  the  Germans.  Active  sheu- 
;nv  was  continually  going  on  irom  both 
«ides  and  he  saw  very  large  and  efi- 
cifent  flying  squadrons.  He  visited  tne 
cemetery  of  Lijstenhoek,  where  so  many 
Canadians  are  buried,  and  saw  there  the 
"•raves  of  General  Mercer.  Lt.-Coh  Mar¬ 
shall  and  Lt.  Malone,  son  of  E.  I.  Malone 
of  Toronto,  and  other  officers  and  rela¬ 
tives  of  well-known  people  in.  and  about 
Toronto- 
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ORDER  OF  SERVICE 


on  the  occasion  of  the  Unveiling  of  Tablets 

in  memory  of 

LIEUTENANT  MAURICE  EDWARD  MALONE 
48th  Highlanders,  15th  Battalion  C.  E.  F. 

Killed  leading  his  men  in  a  charge  near  Zillebeke,  Flanders, 
June  3rd.  1916.  Aged  21  years, 

> 

—  and  of  — 

LIEUTENANT  FREDERICK  JOHN  GOOCH 
6th  Battery,  2nd  Brigade,  C.  F.  A.,  C.  E.  F. 

Killed  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties  as  Forward  Observing 
Officer  for  the  Brigade,  at  the  capture  of  Hill  70, 
near  Lens,  in  France, 

August  15th,  1917,  Aged  25  years. 


ST.  PAUL'S  CHURCH 

Bloor  Street  East,  Toronto, 

SUNDAY,  NOVEMBER  11th,  1917, 

at  1 1  o'clock. 


Rector:  Ven.  Archdeacon  Cody,  D.D.,  LL.D. 
Churchwardens:  Shirley  Denison,  K.  C.,  and  M.  L.  Davies. 
Organist  and  Choirmaster:  Healey  Willan,  F.  R.  C.  O. 


ORGAN  PRELUDE — (a)  Prelude  in  C  Sharp  minor 

( b )  Marche  Fun&bre 


Rachmaninoff 

Chopin 


HYMN 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion. 
Brief  sorrow,  shortlived  care  ; 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending. 
The  tearless  life,  is  there. 


The  morning  shall  awaken, 
The  shadows  shall  decay. 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 
Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day. 


O  happy  retribution  I 
Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 

For  mortals  and  for  sinners 
A  mansion  with  the  blest  1 

And  now  we  fight  the  battle. 

But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 

Of  full  and  everlasting 
And  passionless  renown ; 

And  now  we  watch  and  struggle. 
And  now  we  live  in  hope. 

And  Sion  in  her  anguish 
With  Babylon  must  cope  ; 

But  He,  Whom  now  we  trust  in 
Shall  then  be  seen  and  known ; 

And  they  that  know  and  see  Him 
Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 


Their  grief  is  turned  to  pleasure  ; 
Such  pleasure  as  below 

No  human  voice  can  utter, 

No  human  heart  can  know. 

There  God.  our  King  and  Portion, 
In  fulness  of  His  grace. 

Shall  we  behold  for  ever, 

And  worship  face  to  face. 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God’s  elect  I 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country 
That  eager  hearts  expect ! 

Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 
To  that  dear  land  of  rest  ; 

Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 
And  Spirit  ever  blest.  Amen. 


OPENING  SENTENCES  (All  standing) 

I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life,  saith  the  Lord  ;  he  that  believeth  on  me,  though  he  were 
yet  shall  he  live ;  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  me  shall  never  die. 

Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends. 

Let  not  your  hearts  be  troubled ;  ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also  in  me.  In  my  Father's  house 
are  many  mansions,  if  it  were  not  so  I  would  have  told  you.  1  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you  ;  and  if  I 
go  and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  1  will  come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  myself,  that  where  1  am,  there 
ye  may  be  also. 

A  General  Confession,  to  be  said  by  all,  kneeling. 

Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father ;  We  have  erred,  and  strayed  from  Thy  ways  like  lost  sheep. 
We  have  followed  too  much  the  devices  and  desires  of  our  own  hearts.  We  have  offended  against 
Thy  holy  laws.  We  have  left  undone  those  things  which  we  ought  to  have  done;  And  we  have 
done  those  things  which  we  ought  not  to  have  done ;  And  there  is  no  health  in  us.  But  Thou,  O 
Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us,  miserable  offenders.  Spare  Thou  them,  O  God,  which  confess  their  faults. 
Restore  Thou  them  that  are  penitent ;  According  to  Thy  promises  declared  unto  mankind  in  Christ  Jesus 
our  Lord.  And  grant,  O  most  merciful  Father,  for  His  sake,  that  we  may  hereafter  live  a  godly,  righteous, 
and  sober  life,  To  the  glory  of  Thy  Holy  Name.  Amen. 


Absolution.  Lord’s  Praytir  (to  be  said  by  all.)  Versicles. 


Then  shall  be  sung  Psalm  23. 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd  ;  therefore  can  1  lack  nothing. 

He  shall  feed  me  in  a  green  pasture  ;  and  lead  me  forth  beside  the  waters  of  comfort. 

He  shall  convert  my  soul ;  and  bring  me  forth  in  the  paths  of  righteousness,  for  his  Name’s  sake, 

Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil ;  for  thou  art  with 
me  ;  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  comfort  me. 

Thou  shalt  prepare  a  table  before  me  against  them  that  trouble  me  :  thou  hast  anointed  my  head 
with  oil,  and  my  cup  shall  be  full. 

But  thy  loving-kindness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life  ;  and  1  will  dwell  in  the 
house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 


LESSON — Rev.  vii.  9.  (read  by  Major  the  Rev.  Crawford  Brown,  Chaplain  of  the  48th 
Highlanders.) 

Benedictus  -  -  ^  (Chant  Lang  don) 


Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  Israel ;  for  he  hath 
sited,  and  redeemed  his  people ; 

And  hath  raised  up  a  mighty  salvation  for  us  :  in 
the  house  of  his  servant  David  ; 

As  he  spake  by  the  mouth  of  his  holy  Prophets  : 
which  have  been  since  the  world  began  ; 

That  we  should  be  saved  from  our  enemies  :  and 
from  the  hands  of  all  that  hate  us  ; 

To  perform  the  mercy  promised  to  our  fore- 
fathers :  and  to  remember  his  holy  Covenant ; 

To  perform  the  oath  which  he  sware  to  our 
forefather  Abraham ;  that  he  would  give  us  ; 

That  we  being  belivered  out  of  the  hand  of  our 


enemies :  might  serve  him  without  fear ; 

In  holiness  and  righteousness  before  him:  all  the 
days  of  our  life. 

And  thou.  Child,  shalt  be  called  the  Prophet  of 
the  Highest ;  for  thou  shalt  go  before  the  face  of 
the  Lord  to  prepare  his  ways  ; 

To  give  knowledge  of  salvation  unto  his  people : 
for  the  remission  of  their  sins. 

Through  the  tender  mercy  of  our  God  :  whereby 
the  day-spring  from  on  high  hath  visited  us ; 

To  give  light  to  them  that  sit  in  darkness,  and  in 
the  shadow  of  death :  and  to  guide  our  feet  into 
the  way  of  peace. 


Creed.  Versicles. 

HYMN 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee; 

Let  the  water  and  the  Blood 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure. 

Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  laws  demands  ; 

Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
j  Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 

All  for  sin  could  not  atone. 

Thou  must  save  and  Thou  alone. 


Collects. 

Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 

Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling  ; 

Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace  ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly  ; 

Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  1  die. 

While  1  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death. 
When  1  soar  through  tracts  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee.  Amen. 


Pipe-Major  Fraser  will  play  a  Lament — "Lochaber  no  More.” 

Unveiling  of  Tablet  in  memory  of  Lieut.  Malone,  by  Principal  Macdonald  of  St.  Andrew's 
College  and  Lieut. -Colonel  Darling  of  the  48th  Highlanders.  "  To  the  glory  of  God  and  in  honored 
memory  of  Lieut.  Maurice  Edward  Malone,  who  laid  down  his  life  for  his  King  and  Country  and 
for  the  Great  Cause,  near  Zillebeke  in  Flanders,  on  June  3rd,  1916,  we  unveil  this  Tablet." 

Unveiling  of  Tablet  in  memory  of  Lieut.  Gooch,  by  Principal  Macdonald  and  Captain  W.  T 
Henderson,  Officer  Commanding  6th  Battery,  2nd  Brigade,  C.  F.  A.,  at  Vimy  Ridge.  "To  the  glory  of 
God  and  in  honored  memory  of  Lieut.  Frederick  John  Gooch,  who  laid  down  his  life  for  his  King 
and  Country  and  for  the  Great  Cause,  at  the  capture  of  Hill  70,  near  Lens  in  France,  on  August  15th, 
1917,  we  unveil  this  T ablet.” 

DEAD  MARCH  in  "Saul"  (all  standing) 


The  bugler  will  sound  "  The  Last  Post." 


Then  shall  be  sung  by  the  Choir  : 

1  heard  a  voice  from  heaven  saying  unto  me.  Write:  From  henceforth  blessed  are  the  dead  which  die 
in  the  Lord  ;  even  so  saith  the  Spirit ;  for  they  rest  from  their  labours. 


DEDICATION  OF  THE  MEMORIAL  TABLETS 

The  Rector  will  then  say : 

To  the  glory  of  Almighty  God,  in  the  sure  and  certain  hope  of  a  joyful  resurrection  and  reunion 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,  we  dedicate  these  tablets,  in  proud  and  loving  memory  of  our  brothers, 
Maurice  Edward  Malone  and  Frederick  John  Gooch. 

May  God  accept  and  bless  these  memorials,  and  grant  that  those  who  look  upon  them  may  realize 
the  constraining  call  of  duty  ;  the  glory  of  loyalty,  courage  and  self-sacrifice  ;  the  joy  of  faithful  service ; 
the  inspiration  of  noble  comradeship  ;  and  the  power  of  an  endless  life,  to  which  may  He  vouchsafe  to 
bring  us  all,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 


SPECIAL  PRAYERS 


The  bugler  will  then  sound  “ The  Reveille  ”  (The  note  of  Resurrection) 


HYMN 

Fight  the  good  fight  with  all  thy  might, 

Christ  is  thy  strength,  and  Christ  thy  right ; 

Lay  hold  on  life,  and  it  shall  be 
Thy  joy  and  crown  eternally. 

Run  the  straight  race  through  God’s  good  grace, 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  seek  His  face ; 

Life  with  its  way  before  us  lies, 

Christ  is  the  path,  and  Christ  the  prize. 


ADDRESS  by  Archdeacon  Cody 


c 

Cast  care  aside,  lean  on  thy  Guide  : 

His  boundless  mercy  will  provide ; 

Trust,  and  the  trusting  soul  shall  prove 
Christ  is  its  life  and  Christ  its  love. 

Faint  not,  nor  fear.  His  arms  are  near. 

He  changeth  not,  and  thou  art  dear  ; 

Only  believe,  and  thou  shall  see 
That  Christ  is  all  in  all  to  thee.  Amen. 


OFFERTORY  ANTHEM  -  -  -  Tchaikowsky 

How  blest  are  they  whom  Thou  has  chosen  and  taken  unto  Thee,  O  Lord. 

Their  memorial  is  from  generation  to  generation.  Alleluia. 


HYMN 

For  all  the  saints  who  from  their  labours  rest, 

Who  Thee  by  faith  before  the  world  confessed, 
Thy  name,  O  Jesu,  be  for  ever  blest. 

Alleluia  I 

Thou  wast  their  rock,  their  fortress,  and  their  might; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight; 
Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  one  true  light. 

Alleluia  1 

O  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold. 

Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old. 

And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia  I 

O  blest  communion  I  fellowship  divine  1 
We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glory  shine; 

Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  thine. 

Alleluia  I 


And  when  the  strife  is  fierce  the  warfare  long. 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 

And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong 

Alleluia  I 

The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west ; 

Soon,  soonjo  faithful  warriors  comes  their  rest  ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 

Alleluia  1 

But  lo  1  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  ; 

The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  : 

The  King  of  glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia  I 

From  earth’s  wide  bounds,  from  oceans  farthest 
coast,  [host. 

Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Alleluia  1  Amen 
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